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Foreword 


I will admit that this is an extremely difficult task to take on, as Friday the 13th Part VIII 
is widely regarded as one of (if not the worst) the worst installments of the entire franchise. I’m 
not the biggest fan of it myself, having grown from adoring it as a little kid to realizing it has a 
vast amount of problems throughout its entire runtime. None of the characters are that 
interesting, it’s filled to the brim with plot holes that are nearly impossible to explain, the pacing 
is mind numbingly slow, there are barely any scenes in New York and many others. 

However, there are many parts I do genuinely enjoy about this weird little film in the 
series, and I hope I can get that across in this novel. 

Just so you know, I am not writing this novelization to make any profit. I’m making a 
better version of the film that audiences deserved to see in 1989. This is for the die-hard fans of 
the franchise and I hope to satisfy even those that love this film. 

For my main goals of this novel, they are as follows: to stay true to the tone of the film 
throughout, to develop the characters way more when it comes to their lives, to make the kills 
more violent and splatter-tastic, to have more scenes in New York with Jason (particularly those 
in the original script, the initial ideas created by Rob Hedden before they were cut due to budget 
restraints, and those included in the theatrical trailer), to make the romance between Rennie and 
Sean’s characters more believable and less bland, and to fix the ridiculous amount of plot holes 
within the timeline and main plot. 

Doing this may bring about the most difficult challenge in my four years of writing. I’m 
basically asking myself to fix a movie that isn’t so great while also sticking closely to the 
original script and the film we eventually got. 

Many of the deleted scenes and slashed kills will be shown throughout the book, as I 
think some of them could have enhanced the story of the movie. But it also would have made it 
even longer, which is a lose-lose situation. However, I feel as though it can make the story of this 
novelization much better overall. I hope so, anyway... 

This is for the fans. You deserve this. 


Prologue 


Crystal Lake always had a peaceful atmosphere whenever the sun set below the horizon 
every evening. 

Unlike the big cities like Los Angeles or Chicago, where all you would hear at night were 
the honks of car horns and police sirens, this small country-esque town had none of that. What 
you would hear instead were the chirping of crickets and the soft rustling of tree leaves and it 
was always blissful to listen to as you fell asleep in your comfortable bed. 

It was especially amazing if you were staying at the small camp resting in the wooded 
area next to the waters of the lake. For some people, the feeling of getting away from the troubles 
of the city to spend a few days or weeks in the presence of nature was wonderful. For others, 
they could feel isolated and lonely or just straight up paranoid of their surroundings. 

For eighteen-year-old Suzy Donaldson and Jim Miller, they felt the former. 

As the young couple swayed to a radio broadcast of a song from around ten years ago, 
The Darkest Side Of The Night by Metropolis, Suzy hummed contentedly as she leaned her head 
against Jim’s shoulder and pressed herself closer to him. Instead of the paranoia she had initially 
felt when they had arrived at the lake, she felt at utter ease while she felt her boyfriend’s lips 
brushing against her collarbone. The soft music on the radio and the ribbeting of frogs outside 
relaxed her greatly along with the tranquil sound of small waves lapping against the small boat 
that belonged to Jim’s father. 

The two of them had decided to have one final night to themselves before they would 
travel north for a week with their senior classmates. It was a way to celebrate their graduation 
before their high school closed down for good; apparently, the school district had been losing its 
budget slowly over the past decade and it was to the point that the Crystal Lake community 
couldn’t afford to keep teaching its students. The teenagers in the freshman, sophomore, and 
junior classes would have to transfer to a school in the next town that could actually manage its 
money. 

Lakeview High would be shutting its doors forever in less than two weeks, the night after 
they all received their diplomas and went home. And, although Suzy felt a little bittersweet about 
it because she really liked a lot of her teachers, she was grateful to finally be rid of high school. 
After all, she hadn’t been living in Crystal Lake for very long; she had moved here from Boston 


just last July with her parents and adjusting to the small town as opposed to living in the city for 
most of her life had been challenging. But, soon enough, she found herself really enjoying that 
there wasn’t really any danger to come her way unlike Boston. 

She began to see the tiny little New Jersey town as a beautiful getaway from the stresses 
of the outside world. 

A mere two months after she had moved out here, she had begun to notice a boy in her 
Biology class that she found insanely handsome but she also admired him because he was one of 
the smartest students of the class. It turns out that he had taken a liking to her as well really 
quickly and had gathered the courage to introduce himself as Jim. 

In a matter of weeks, the two of them had developed a friendship that soon turned into a 
relationship that had been going on for almost eight months to the day. And it was safe to say 
that they were head over heels for each other and had been for quite a while. 

Suzy certainly dreaded the arrival of August when the two of them would be forced to go 
their separate ways; she would be heading off to the University of Maine for a major in 
psychology while Jim would set out for the west coast to attend the University of Washington. 
He had decided to pursue a major in teaching even though he still didn’t know what subject he 
wanted to go after. They were both set to graduate with scholarships so their parents wouldn’t 
have to pay for their education and they would be set for the next four years. 

Despite her heart sinking further into the pit of her stomach each day, Suzy eventually 
decided to be happy with the little time she would have left with Jim and spend every minute 
with him as though it would be her last. 

It was part of the reason she had instantly agreed to go with him to the large camp to 
spend the night on his father’s yacht. She was sure that she was ready to take this further step 
with him, as she wanted him to remember her for something when they had to inevitably part 
ways. Sure, it wasn’t her first time she had had sex with anyone but she knew that this time 
would be special, as it was with someone she was certain that she loved. 

As the song began to draw to a close, the radio suddenly emitted a professional male 
voice and it broke the brunette out of her thoughts as she glanced over at it. 

“You’ve been listening to WGAZ, the electricity of Manhattan. This request is going out 
to the senior class of Lakeview High...” 

Suzy excitedly grabbed Jim’s shoulders and grinned shyly at him. “That’s us!” she 
whispered ecstatically before leaning her head back against his neck. 

“All right!” Jim quietly cheered as he placed a kiss against his girlfriend’s temple, his 
heart beginning to slam against his ribcage at their close proximity. 

“They'll be graduating on the thirteenth of this month and we wish them the best of luck 
and success when they come to visit our seductive city,” the radio broadcaster continued. “Our 
lure is a great one, young friends, but beware — the city of lights casts many shadows indeed. ” 

“Well...” Jim murmured as he pulled back to look at Suzy, staring deeply into her eyes 
with a curious expression. “How do you feel?” 


Suzy glanced up at him with an alluring look in her brown eyes, smirking coyly at him. 
“Ask me in about five minutes,” she whispered with a tone neither of them saw coming before 
pulling him into a deep kiss, slowly wrapping her arms around his neck as she pulled him 
impossibly close. 

Jim carefully pulled away and looked at her with a more grounded look this time. “I’m 
talking about graduation,” he specified. “Being totally free to do whatever we want now...” 

Suzy actually thought about it as she gently slipped her hands inside Jim’s shirt and felt 
his warm skin. She hadn’t really thought about how she would be free for a few months before 
having to travel to Maine and it made her smile softly at the idea. She was grateful that summer 
vacations were always a possibility no matter what she was currently doing; she always looked 
forward to the summer, anyway. It always allowed her time to get away from the house for a few 
hours every day in order to hang out with her friends, maybe even go to the local supermarket to 
go grocery shopping for her parents. 

With this in mind, she tilted her head thoughtfully. “It feels excellent,” she answered 
truthfully, timidly removing Jim’s white button-up shirt and slipping it off of his shoulders. 

Jim’s eyes seemed to shine with pure, unadulterated happiness as he rested his forehead 
against Suzy’s. “I love you, you know?” he muttered to her. It wasn’t the first time he had told 
her — that had been a month ago when they were on one of their dates — but he couldn’t keep 
himself from saying it again. 

“T love you...” she replied despite feeling her heart break all over again. She knew she 
wouldn’t be able to bear being away from him come August, but she had to accept it. 

However, she refused to do that for now, placing her hands on his and raising them to the 
buttons of her blouse, giving him full consent to remove it and he did. She could tell that, by the 
look on his face, that he was admiring every inch of her and it made a furious blush overcome 
her face and neck. 

“I gotta throw the anchor over,” Jim suddenly said, kissing her on the cheek. “I'll be right 
back.” 

“Okay,” she responded as he separated himself from her to step out onto the deck of the 
yacht, and she walked to the small bed that was attached to the wall before crawling under the 
sheets. 


As Jim grabbed a hold of the metal cable that was attached to the large anchor at the end 
and slowly lowered it into the dark waters of the lake, he felt a chill run up his spine as he 
glanced towards the abandoned two-story house that rested on the shore and was nestled against 
the tall trees. The front porch was completely gone, having supposedly collapsed on itself the 
year prior. The house that used to be next to it was no longer there, having blown up and into 
smithereens; most of the debris was in the lake now. 


From what he had heard from locals, a group of college kids had stayed in the mostly 
intact house next to the one that was gone. The ones in the other house had apparently been a 
mother and daughter along with someone else, but he couldn’t quite remember. He was told that 
there was a freak accident around this area last June that left many people dead but, like most of 
the townsfolk, he didn’t believe that tale. 

He glanced at the lake and shivered uneasily as he heard the crickets chirping loudly in 
the distance. All of a sudden, he began second guessing his decision to bring Suzy out here in the 
middle of the night when she had no idea about Crystal Lake’s history. It made him frown as he 
slowly lumbered back inside, but he tried to keep a smile for his girlfriend as he shut the curtain 
behind them. 

He leaned in to kiss her and pick up where they left off earlier, but Suzy placed a delicate 
hand on his chest to stop him. 

“What’s wrong?” Suzy asked him, clearly noticing that his enthusiasm had vanished in 
the blink of an eye. 

Jim just shrugged innocently, shaking his head out of pretend confusion. “Nothing,” he 
simply said but Suzy instantly detected the tremble in his voice. 

“Come on, Jimmy. Something’s bothering you,” she insisted, cupping his cheek in an 
attempt to comfort him. 

Jim sighed deeply as he lowered his head for a moment, hesitating greatly while closing 
his eyes. “It’s just that...” he muttered out loud. “...we’re right around that old summer camp... 
where all those murders took place.” 

Suzy visibly tensed up, going rigid at those words. “What murders?” she questioned in a 
quivering voice. 

It makes sense, Jim thought as he shook his head. Crystal Lake had chosen not to expose 
the history of the camp to the entire country out of fear of them having no more tourists during 
the summer season. Having been from Massachusetts, Suzy must not have heard about the 
legend that had circulated around the town for what seemed to be many decades. Nevertheless, 
he declined to mention anything else about it. “Never mind,” he said. “You don’t want to know 
about it.” 

Suzy narrowed her gaze as if she were up for an immediate challenge. “Tell me, it’s 
okay,” she assured him soothingly. 

“There’s nothing to worry about, Suzy. The guy’s dead now, somewhere at the bottom of 
this lake... if you believe the stories.... Let’s just drop it, okay?” 

But Suzy wasn’t having any of it, stopping Jim before he could try and kiss her again. 
“What stories?” she demanded, not allowing them to go any further until he came clean. 

Jim was extremely hesitant to continue but, from the look on her face, he could tell that 
he wouldn’t get away with acting straight-up paranoid all night. After all, Suzy Donaldson was 
the kind of girl that aspired to care about others; she was planning on getting a degree in caring 
for people twenty-four-seven. It made her the worrisome one in the relationship while he was the 
carefree one — not that he minded, which he didn’t at all. 


So, knowing he couldn’t stay silent any longer, he finally opened his mouth to speak. 

“There was this boy...” he started. “...named Jason Voorhees who drowned in Crystal 
lake around forty years ago.” 

Seeing Suzy obviously reacting with sorrow and dread, Jim placed a hand over hers to 
help put her at ease. 

“None of the counselors heard him...” Jim went on, his voice also becoming one of 
sympathy for the boy in the legend. “The camp was shut down but was opened up the following 
year. And that’s when the murders started to happen...” 

“Jason did it...?” Suzy mumbled in a shaking voice, definitely creeped out now. 

Jim just shook his head, a small smile on his face. “That’s what some people thought. But 
they were wrong. His mother blamed the counselors for her son’s death, and she had tried to kill 
all of them that kept reopening the camp.” He then paused dramatically for more effect. “But she 
got her head chopped off by one of them.” 

Suzy just raised her eyebrows at that, utterly surprised. “So...” she whispered 
uncertainly. “The murders stopped, right?” 

Jim gave his girlfriend a long, piercing gaze that went straight through her soul. “No,” 
was all he said. “Legend has it that Jason came back to avenge his mother’s death... vowing to 
kill every teenager in the area. And every now and then, the murders start up again.” 

When he finished his telling of the popular tale of his hometown, he could tell that Suzy 
seemed extremely frightened by what he had told her. He placed an arm around her shoulders, 
trying to ignore that he had scared himself a little bit as well, and did his best to ease her 
trembling. 

“Forget about it, Suzy,” he told her. “They’re just stories.” He then grabbed the thick 
blanket and placed it over them, placing a kiss on Suzy’s neck as he pulled her closer. They laid 
down on the comfortable mattress but, while Jim was ready to put what he had said behind him, 
the brunette woman next to him couldn’t stop thinking about the story as she looked all around 
her uneasily. 

“We’re the last graduating class, right?” she spoke up, trying to think it all over in her 
head. 

“Right,” Jim replied as his kisses trailed down Suzy’s neck, moving his hands to hold her 
waist. 

“I mean, Lakeview High just closed its doors for good, right?” 

“Right...” 

“So there’s no reason for him to come back because there won’t be any of us around...” 
Suzy concluded, tilting her head out of genuine curiosity. “R-Right...?” 

Jim paused what he was doing and actually thought about those words a few moments, 
thinking that it made sense for her to be concerned. But he didn’t want the moment to get out of 
hand and for her to become too scared for their own good. So he just looked her squarely in the 
eyes so she understood. “Right,” he confirmed, more for his sake. “Except that... Jason isn’t real. 
So none of it matters anyway.” 


When she heard that, Suzy finally started to relax and allowed her shoulders to slump. 
She then leaned in and pressed her lips to his, slipping her arms around his torso; she let out a 
soft giggle when Jim eagerly climbed on top of her and moved his hands to remove her leggings. 

As they did so, the lovestruck couple was entirely unaware that the anchor to Jim’s yacht 
had caught itself on a thick, coal black cable that writhed at the very bottom of the lake. They 
also didn’t know that the cable led to a huge mass directly underneath said boat that was the 
cause and result of the massacre from the previous year. 

The massacre that Jim had neglected to mention to Suzy. 

The massacre that only two people — Tina Shepard and Nick Rogers — had barely 
managed to escape and survive from. 

The anchor — as if it had taken a mind of its own — suddenly began tugging on the cable 
thanks to the gentle current of the lake and it seemed as though it wouldn’t be released from it 
anytime soon. A tiny spark emitted from the cable as a small part of it started to tear from the 
force of being tugged on and, eventually, said spark turned into a wave of high voltage electricity 
that almost resembled lightning. The water became illuminated in an explosion of blinding light 
as the energy traveled the entire length of the cord. 

This led to the mass underneath the debris from the destroyed home that used to reside on 
the shore being lit up in all sorts of different waves. The debris even began lifting off of the 
humongous figure almost as if it were releasing it from its prison. 

The near skeletal fingers of the figure began to twitch just as the power all around Crystal 
Lake flickered off. 

And everything was still once again. 


Suzy’s eyes flashed open at the strange sound she heard emanating from what seemed to 
be the bottom of the boat and she gently pushed Jim away from her, sadly breaking their 
passionate kiss. “Did you hear that?” she whispered frantically, glancing all around her in a 
worrisome way. 

Jim shrugged his shoulders as he raised an eyebrow at her. “Hear what?” he replied as he 
tugged her closer to him again, wanting to continue what they were doing. All he got in response, 
however, was an unamused glare from Suzy and he even shrank away from her for a moment. 

“Come on, I’m serious,” she pleaded with him, staring hardcore at him in order to try and 
feel more at ease. 

She saw him looking back at her with a slightly annoyed expression and she completely 
understood why he was beginning to get impatient. She knew Jim had been waiting for her to 
fully give herself to him for a few months now and, now that she was finally doing so, he was 
super eager to get into the moment. However, her becoming more paranoid about their 
surroundings and her eyebrows knitted with major concern made him pause his movements. She 
was entirely serious and he didn’t want to upset her further. 


So, with that, he sighed quietly as he nodded at her and moved the blanket off of him. 
“All right, Pll go check it out,” he assured her, pulling his blue jeans back on and grabbing his 
button-up shirt and yanking the sleeves over his shoulders. 

Suzy sat up further on the bed and wrapped the blanket around her, believing for a long 
moment that it could possibly protect her from whatever the hell was outside. As she watched 
Jim step out of the small bedroom and leave the door open, she shivered from the chilly air 
seeping across the area and towards her. Of course, it was the least of her worries but she 
grabbed her blouse that she had discarded on the floor and slipped it on, redoing the buttons. 

She could hear the creaking of some of the boat’s floorboards and, while it would have 
sounded normal on any other night, it was very eerie to her right now. 

She shouldn’t have insisted that Jim tell her about the legend of Jason Voorhees and, 
although he had said that it was just a story and that it wasn’t real, she was beginning to think to 
herself about the possibility of it not just being a spooky tale. 

What if Jason Voorhees had been a real person? What if he had really drowned in the lake 
right beneath where she sat? And what if his psychotic mother had actually gone on a killing 
spree out of revenge for the counselors not watching her precious little boy? 

And what if Jason was alive right now and on this very boat? 

Her fears began to be confirmed by Jim not returning to the room, and Suzy’s heart began 
to sink to the bottom of her stomach. 

“Jim?!” she called out in a very nervous voice. “Jimmy?!” 

There was no answer, and she instinctively stood up from the bed and tried her best to 
peer out of the doorway. But, all she could see outside was pitch black darkness, and that only 
made her feel more uneasy much to her chagrin. However, she still stepped closer to the entrance 
of the room, wondering if Jim really was just taking longer than usual to check out the noise... or 
if something else had happened. She prayed in her mind that it really was just nothing and her 
mind playing tricks on her. The seconds slowly turned into several minutes, though, and that only 
made her anxiety rise even further. 

She finally started to have enough of the situation and it was time for Jim to quit playing 
his games already. It even made her sigh irritably as she gritted her teeth. 

“Stop screwing around, Jim!” she spoke up, trying her best to sound more annoyed than 
anything. “I mean it.” 

Instead of an answer, a towering figure loomed in the doorway and made Suzy flinch out 
of startlement. She believed that it was Jim at first and she nearly scolded him for scaring her 
like that. But then she saw the yellowish hockey mask with the small red chevrons on it and 
black and soulless voids that made up the eye holes. And the figure was staring down at her with 
what seemed to be intense hatred. 

Suzy let out a loud gasp of terror, feeling completely paralyzed and her feet were unable 
to move. Her eyes widened and her pupils dilated, and she knew there was nowhere to run. It 
was too late. 


The legend 5 real, oh dear Jesus, it’s real! she thought as she opened her mouth to 
scream. Jimmy s dead, Jason killed him! 

But before another sound could leave her, she felt the sensation of being punched in the 
gut and her blood ran cold. She stared down at what had happened, seeing the handle of a long 
hunting knife protruding from her stomach and a strong hand grasping it tightly. 

Instead of the horrendous pain she expected to feel, along with her life flashing before her 
eyes, nothing happened. There was no blood, no pain, and no flashbacks. The only thing she felt 
was a small prick and some pressure against her skin, which made her narrow her eyes in 
confusion. She just stared at the knife as it pulled away from her blouse, and she easily saw the 
rubber blade retracting from the feeling of being free. 

She glared up at the figure as she heard chuckles of amusement leaving his lips, and she 
then clenched her fists with utter fury. Suzy watched as Jim tugged the mask off of his face, 
adjusting his curly hair to where it was back to normal. 

“Gotcha good, Suzy,” he said proudly as he grinned at her, but his girlfriend’s expression 
said it all as she turned and stomped back to the bed. 

Jim couldn’t help but laugh as he pursued her and sat down next to her; he tried to pull 
her into a comforting hug to calm her nerves but she gently shoved him away, doing her best 
attempt and being outraged at him. It only made him smile more as he playfully threw his hands 
in the air. 

“All right, all right...” he said, accepting defeat as his shoulders slumped. “So, I’m a 
major ass.” 

“And you’ll never do it again,” Suzy finished for him with a furious stare, one eyebrow 
raised in a demanding expression. 

“And I’ll never do it again,” he promised, repeating her words, oblivious to the figure 
right outside the room silently grabbing the mask that he had left on the boat’s wheel. He had 
bought it at a local Walmart in the next town over and had gotten it specifically for this purpose: 
to terrify Suzy. It had worked but also backfired on him, since she was still grumpy. “Come on, 
do you forgive me?” 

“No...” she replied in a serious tone, but she couldn’t stop the smile from creeping onto 
her face at the pout Jim was giving her. Admittedly, the sight was adorable and she couldn’t 
resist him, so she sighed out of reluctance and pulled him to her in a passionate kiss as she 
immediately forgave him and forgot about the entire ordeal. 

Jim instantly kissed back as he stripped off his jeans and shirt again and climbed on top 
of her. 

The intruder on the yacht grabbed a spear gun that belonged to Jim’s father and that he 
had just happened to leave in the main room. As the bony hand gripped the gun and the single 
spear that went with it, the figure lumbered over towards the small staircase that led into the 
bedroom they were in and creeped down the steps. His feet squished against the carpet thanks to 
the water that was logged into his practically destroyed boots, but he ignored that as he loaded 


the spear into the weapon and it almost resembled a crossbow if it weren’t for the tubes attached 
to it. 

Jim grinded his hips against Suzy’s and she let out a sigh of bliss as she rested her hands 
against his back. The peace fully came back and she began to relax and give into the utter 
pleasure she felt; this felt entirely right and she knew that she was ready to go even further with 
him. She even started to think that she could manage a long-distance relationship with him and 
that they could get through it for four years. After all, Jim was a loyal boyfriend and he was 
faithful to her. When he had looked directly at her and told her he loved her a month ago, she 
knew he had really meant it. 

He loved her and she loved him right the hell back, damn it. And here she was ready to 
prove it to him. 

As she let out another moan, her brown eyes fluttered open and they were directed 
towards the doorway to the bedroom. Instead of a smile, a grimace of surprise and terror etched 
itself into her features as a strangled cry of fear emitted itself from her. 

A decomposing thing was slowly raising the spear gun from the main room and was 
aiming it right at the lovemaking duo. Its skin was rotting and practically gone, the clothes on it 
were torn to shreds and seemed to be eaten up by the fish of the lake, and it was breathing almost 
maniacally. Suzy instantly recognized the hockey mask that Jim had on earlier on the thing’s face 
and her heart practically stopped at the nightmarish sight. 

“J-Jason?!” was all she could say, frozen as all sensation of happiness truly left her soul 
despite praying to God that she was just dreaming. 

It seemed all too real, though. 

Jim just stopped for a second and glanced at Suzy in utter disbelief. “You must really 
think I’m an ass,” he responded with a puzzled expression. 

That’s when Suzy finally found her voice, letting out an ear-piercing scream as she 
scrambled out from underneath Jim and crawling backwards to the wall. And Jim was now 
paying attention as he turned around and spotted the maniac for himself, and he recoiled in 
confusion and horror. 

Suzy’s scream was then cut off when the spear was fired and all she could feel was a 
flaming, white-hot pain spreading all throughout her throat. Blood spurted from the terrible 
wound in her neck that the spear was now lodged in and she choked on her own oxygen as she 
grabbed at the weapon. But her attempts to save herself proved to be futile as her life began to 
ebb rapidly, and her head slumped forward as one tear managed to course down her right cheek. 

Jason 5 real after all, was the last thought she was able to have. 

“Oh, my God!” Jim groaned with fright and heartbreak, staring right at his now dead 
girlfriend. “SUZY!!!” 

He barely had time to run for his life as the killer stepped up to him and plunged the spear 
gun towards him. Crimson erupted from his belly as he let out a gargle of agony, his head 
smacking against the window behind him and causing it to crack. He tried to speak but he could 


only stare incredulously at the object lodged into his intestines, but the killer soon yanked it back 
out and caused a fountain of blood to stain the blanket and the walls. 

The lamp on the nightstand next to Jim took the worst of it and bathed the entire room in 
red, and that caused him to reach out to the window in a small attempt to escape. But he only 
succeeded in smearing the blood on his hands on the glass and he moaned from the pain and 
dread at the realization that he was actually dying and that the legend of Crystal Lake was all too 
real. 

As his vacant eyes stared at the ceiling, the last thing Jim Miller was able to think about 
was how he was no longer going to be able to propose to Suzy when they got to New York City. 
He had bought a diamond ring with the money his mother had given him as a graduation present 
and he had planned to give it to his now deceased girlfriend after telling her that he had decided 
to attend the University of Maine with her instead of Washington. 

Then Jim moved no more and he was beyond dead. 


Jason Voorhees stared down at his two victims as he felt the fierce rage subside for a brief 
amount of time. He tilted his head in curiosity as he then glanced at the spear gun he had used as 
his weapon, quickly feeling the fury return as he knew his job still wasn’t finished. 

Once again, he had been denied the rest that he secretly desired and he was angrier than 
ever as his bony fists clenched around the gun and snapped it in half. All he wanted was rest and 
he had had it for a little while: a peaceful unconsciousness with a lack of dreams and that was 
just fine with him. The only thing he had been able to sense was pure blackness and a droning 
hum that he had hated at first but had quickly grown used to. 

The last thing he remembered in his twisted and deranged mind before being awoken 
again was a chain wrapping around his now ruined throat and being pulled backwards into the 
lake by what seemed to be a middle-aged man that was just as decomposing as he was. But even 
that memory was vague and blurry to the maniac, since his brain was pretty much destroyed 
thanks to all he had witnessed over the past several decades. 

The moment his sanity snapped was when all of the homicidal rage had come alive in his 
soul and it had never stopped since. 

Jason, while unnaturally quiet for a child his age, was mostly a relatively normal young 
boy. His birth had been anything but natural despite this, having been born at the stroke of 
midnight on Friday the 13th, and the doctor that had arrived at the home of Pamela Voorhees to a 
very silent baby had thought that he was a stillborn. However, when he raised the infant up and 
gave him a small slap across the face, he had been startled by the burning look in Jason’s eyes. 

All of the children that had attended elementary school with the boy had cowered in fear 
whenever they were around him, mainly due to his silence and the stare he would give them. It 
was like holes were being driven into them because of his hateful eyes, and that was what made 
them too frightened to even attempt to pick on him. 


One boy had tried, punching Jason squarely in the face, and he had ended up in the 
infirmary not too long afterwards because of a mysterious accident. He had, apparently, stuck the 
same hand used to punch Jason into a garbage disposal and he could never really explain why he 
had done it. He just did it. 

A school psychiatrist that had once tried reaching Jason ended up in a psychiatric clinic 
because of the boy, even though it was supposedly unknown when it came to a reason as to why. 

The only person that never avoided Jason was his own mother. Pamela Voorhees adored 
her little boy and cherished him like nothing else; she always protected him and kept him as safe 
as possible everywhere they went. It was initially why she had hesitated to take on the job as the 
main cook at Camp Crystal Lake all the way back in 1957, but she had taken it. She had been 
running a little low on pay recently since her job at one of the very few supermarkets wasn’t 
enough to help her raise Jason. In fact, the store had slowly been going out of business over the 
past year, and she was desperate to keep their lives in a stable condition. 

The first week working at the camp had been a relatively peaceful one despite 
eleven-year-old Jason having nobody to play with. But it seemed as though he hardly minded 
and preferred to be alone, and Pamela had been all right with that. Her son was happy despite not 
smiling that much, and that helped her feel at ease. 

But, one late afternoon on the second week of camp, Pamela had noticed that Jason was 
missing from where she could see him on the shore of the lake. She had been preparing dinner 
for the dozens of children for the evening when she saw through the kitchen window that her son 
had vanished. She had rushed outside and, as the sky quickly grew darker, it was even more 
difficult to try and find the boy. However, when she heard a heart-shattering cry for help coming 
from the frigid waters of the lake, she had discovered her answer. 

“Mommyyyyyyy!” Jason had bellowed, true fear in his heart for what felt like the very 
first time in his young life. 

Pamela, frantic and crying hysterically, had searched for any of the staff around the camp 
such as John Christy. When she had found two of the counselors that were supposed to be 
watching Jason, she was infuriated to see that they had snuck off to a nearby cabin to make love 
like animals. 

When she had run back to the shore of the lake after yelling at them furiously, Jason was 
nowhere to be seen. 

Everyone had believed that the boy had drowned despite never being able to find his 
body, and they eventually presumed him to be dead no matter how much a grief stricken Pamela 
tried to convince herself that it wasn’t true. The camp was shut down for a year but, in 1958, it 
was reopened to the town with a newfound hope in John Christy’s mind. 

But it was closed back down almost right away when the same two counselors that were 
supposed to be watching Jason had been found stabbed to death in the loft of the barn at the 
camp. The girl who had found them, Claudette’s bunkmate, had been sent to a city hospital to be 
treated for her hysteria. This time, it was completely abandoned for over two decades despite 
multiple attempts to renovate it for the public. 


What nobody knew at the time was that Jason was actually still alive. He had dragged 
himself out of the lake and slowly regenerated over time, surviving for over twenty years in the 
wilderness and living off of wild animals and vegetation. 

In 1979, Jason had reunited with his mother but not in the way he was hoping. He spotted 
her going on a psychotic rampage and killing the counselors that were rebuilding the camp and 
fixing the cabins, Steve Christy being one of them. He had been frightened of trying to go up to 
Pamela because of how angry she was; it truly scared him, especially since he knew from a very 
young age that she was nobody you needed to make mad. 

When the blonde girl, Alice Hardy, and lopped Pamela’s head off with her own machete, 
Jason’s mind twisted in on itself. He had wanted to charge out of the woods where he was hiding 
in order to kill the girl right then and there but he was too stunned from what had happened. That 
hadn’t mattered in the end, since he had still killed Alice in her apartment two months later. 

They all had to pay for the death of his mother. 

Every single one of them. 

Over the past two decades, he had gone from area to area in Crystal Lake each time a 
group of sinful, disgusting teenagers were camping out in the cabins or houses. They were all the 
same and he knew he had to kill all of them one by one. Every time he did murder someone, the 
rage dissipated for a short amount of time. 

But it always returned quicker than the last time. 

He was no longer able to feel the rotting wounds all over his body, from the axe wound in 
his head that the despicable girl at Higgins Haven had given him, to the fire that had engulfed 
him thanks to the girl that made things move on their own. None of them mattered to him 
anymore and were more of a second thought. 

All that mattered was that they were all responsible for his drowning and for the 
decapitation of his mother. And none of them had cared. And that was why they had to die. 

An extremely faint but deranged voice seemed to speak to him and he was tempted to 
follow everything it said. Jason... my special, special boy. They must be punished, Jason... for 
what they did to you... for what they did to me. Kill for me. Kill for mother. 

As Jason walked to the main room of the yacht and took the helm, his one good eye 
stared out the window and into the darkness of Crystal Lake. He knew what was to be done and 
he was going to do it. 

He was going to continue his mother’s path of vengeance. 

And he wasn’t going to stop until he felt as though it was finished. 

Jason Voorhees was back.... 


Chapter One 


Eva Watanabe felt very optimistic about her future post-graduation. 

As she sat in the passenger seat of her mother’s beige Honda while it turned into the 
parking lot, the eighteen-year-old girl stared distantly out of the window at the cloudy skies, 
pondering over what the next few days would be like. Her parents had barely managed to build 
up the money for her to travel to New York City with her classmates, and she would forever be 
grateful to them. Going to the Big Apple had been her dream since learning about the senior trip 
nine months ago, especially since she planned to attend Columbia University for a degree in 
cellular biology. 

And, while Eva adored her parents, she couldn’t wait to get the hell out of Crystal Lake 
for good. 

After hearing all about the creepy legends of the murders at the small camp not too far 
from her house in town and making herself believe it was all real, she wanted to be far away 
from a place with a murderous reputation. She personally didn’t want to be associated with all of 
that, only wanting a life of peace and comfort. 

She wasn’t quite the most popular girl of Lakeview High, but the other students didn’t 
deny that she was certainly one of the prettiest, having long and sleek black hair down her back 
that adorned her bright brown eyes perfectly. Unlike most of her female friends that many of the 
boys lusted after, she was looked at as more adorable than anything. A few guys had had the hots 
for her during their previous semesters, but it was mostly due to her sweet personality. The only 
reason it never worked out was because Eva was terrified of commitment. 

She mainly wanted to focus on her education and getting through her four years of 
college without having to worry about tying herself down with a guy. She wanted to make 
herself into someone she knew she could be proud of, not waste her life away. 

“You okay over there, Eva?” her mother asked as she parked the car, breaking her out of 
her concentration. 

“Huh? Oh, yeah, I’m fine...” she replied. “Just a little nervous, that’s all.” 

“You should be excited. Getting an opportunity like this is rare, you know?” Mrs. 
Watanabe said. “Especially considering Lakeview High is closing down. The kids here will never 
get a chance like this, so consider yourself lucky, dear.” 

“T am. I’ve never been that far away from home... at least, not yet.” 


“Look at this as your chance to see what New York is like before you take off to 
college...” 

The two of them climbed out of the car after Mrs. Watanabe switched the ignition off and 
went to the backseat to grab a hold of Eva’s luggage. Her father would have been here to help if 
he wasn’t on a business trip in Wyoming, but she completely understood what had held him 
back. He had still given her an emotional goodbye before he left for the airport. 

Eva took a second to glance over at the dock that led to the small but grandiose cruise 
ship and she smiled gently as she admired the view. The S.S. Lazurus was quite the beauty, 
alright. She only imagined how elegant the cabin rooms would be once she boarded. 

All of a sudden, as she was grabbing one of her suitcases, a gorgeous blonde of around 
nineteen came sauntering over to the Honda after stepping out of her expensive Mercedes. Clad 
in a short red and navy blue dress along with a black leather jacket and sunglasses, she grinned 
as she playfully nudged Eva before leaning against the Watanabe’s car. 

“You ready for drugs, sex and rock ‘n roll or what, girl?” Tamara Mason asked in an 
excited tone of voice as she removed her sunglasses and tossed her primped hair back. 

Eva’s eyes widened in a warning expression before her mother rounded the car and 
forced a smile at the young woman’s friend, clearing her throat. 

“Hello, Tamara,” she greeted tightly. 

“Hi, Mrs. Watanabe,” Tamara replied with a bright look in her gray eyes. “I was just 
kidding.” 

“Yes, I’m sure...” 

Eva’s face was flushed as it turned pink from embarrassment and, wanting to save herself 
from a stern lecture, she rushed over to her mother after grabbing her last suitcase. She pulled her 
into a quick hug and pecked her left cheek. “Don’t worry about a thing, Mom,” she assured her. 
“Pll have a terrific time and I won't do anything stupid, okay?” 

Unfortunately, before the older woman could get a single word in, Eva had taken off 
towards the cruise ship, leaving her to only mumble a bittersweet “I love you.” 

Tamara’s hand practically had a death grasp on Eva’s arm as she hurried her towards the 
boat with impatience in her step. It made sense a few moments later that she was trying to get 
them out of earshot of any nearby adults. 

“T hear the crew members are cute guys in their twenties...” Tamara said excitedly with a 
coquettish smile. 

“Really?” Eva replied shyly. 

Tamara just nodded proudly as she let go of her friend’s arm to unzip her purse. “I’m sure 
we'll have no problem getting them to party with us... especially with this.” 

Eva saw what was in Tamara’s purse — which seemed to be fine white powder in a small 
plastic bag — and went pale as she stared up at her. “Seriously, Tam...?” she whispered worriedly. 
“Where did you get that?!” 

“It’s my graduation gift from Daddy,” the blonde explained ecstatically. “It cost over a 
thousand bucks but it’s the best based on what he said.” 


Eva’s eyebrows raised skeptically. “He bought you that?” 

“More or less. Besides... it’s part of my college fund.” 

The taller woman’s gray eyes narrowed as she saw a human obstacle she knew she was 
going to struggle with getting past. 

Charles McCulloch, who was nearing his late fifties and whose hair was graying 
excessively, was busy talking to a few of the senior students at the entryway of the ramp that led 
to the main deck of the ship. He checked off a few of the kids that were eligible to attend the trip 
and congratulated them with a kind but stern smile each time, despite the tiring bags under his 
eyes saying something else. It was clear that he wasn’t very liked by his peers but he tried to 
make himself believe that it wasn’t his fault. 

It’s not my problem that these damn kids don t have an ounce of respect, he thought 
bitterly to himself as he sent twin brothers on their way and checked them off of the list. 

As two girls around seventeen timidly walked up to him and offered him polite 
expressions, he checked their names as well: Katherine Marcus and Adrienne Miller. He then 
nodded to them before holding up a finger so they wouldn’t move forward just yet. 

“Remember, girls,” he began. “The shuffleboard tournament will begin at 6:00 PM. 
sharp. A non-attendance will restrict your time in port, understood.” 

While the young girls nodded for his benefit, they instantly dropped the compliant act 
once they passed him and exchanged whispers, and one of them even giggled quietly. It seemed 
that McCulloch was fortunate that his hearing wasn’t quite as good as it once was, since what 
was being said about him was very nasty and derogatory. 

However, he was able to hear the voices of two young boys and he crossed their names 
off of the list as he spotted Sean Robertson and Miles Wolfe. 

“You're telling me this boat has a pool with a three meter board?!” Miles asked with his 
eyebrows raised, his jaw about to drop from pure shock. 

“It’s a ship,” Sean corrected slyly, “and that’s right. Plus a disco, gym, game room and a 
lot more.” 

Miles couldn’t help but let out a loud chuckle, feeling as though he was temporarily in 
Heaven. “I think I’m just gonna blow off New York and just stay on this thing,” he mumbled 
proudly. 

“Youll do no such thing, Mr. Wolfe....” 

Both boys froze in their tracks when they saw McCulloch giving them both a look that 
screamed, “I demand your obedience, I shall be listened to.” While Sean just lowered his gaze 
out of intimidation, Miles groaned internally as he tried desperately to not roll his eyes out of 
exasperation. 

“Your itinerary has been carefully planned and, make no mistake, it will be executed 
accordingly,” said McCulloch with a smile that was nearly smug. 

Miles sighed heavily and stuffed his hands into the pockets of his khakis. “Of course...” 
he replied under his breath. “Wouldn’t want to risk enjoying this trip.” 


Charles just frowned at him as his shoulders slumped, shaking his head in 
disappointment. He perked up, though, when Sean stepped up to him tentatively, his green eyes 
much more sheepish than before. 

“Um, Mr. McCulloch...” the younger boy spoke up. “Which cabin is Rennie in?” 

Charles suppressed a sigh as he raised his head up a little. “Rennie’s not coming,” he 
answered almost proudly. 

By the expression on Sean’s face, he was clearly devastated and Charles actually felt a bit 
of sympathy for the kid since he knew how fond he was of his niece. “But I thought...” he 
started. 

“She changed her mind,” was all McCulloch could say before glancing back at the list. 
“Let’s see... Mr. Wolfe is in stateroom one-eleven and you, Mr. Robertson, are in 
two-twenty-five.” 

As he motioned the boys onward, a certain blonde senior tried to sneak her way past him, 
praying that he wasn’t paying attention to her and her friend. It turned out he was, since he stuck 
out his right arm to block her path. “You can stop right there, Miss Mason,” he said angrily. 

Shit, was all Tamara could think. Busted. She just handed her purse to Eva, not caring 
that it made her tense up out of terror. 

“Only graduating seniors are allowed on this cruise,” McCulloch told the younger woman 
with narrowed eyes. 

Tamara crossed her arms, willing to be defiant if it actually came to that. “What are you 
talking about?” she asked innocently. 

“You never turned in your final biology project like I kept asking you to, so I’ve had your 
diploma rescinded.” 

“You can’t do that...” 

“It’s already been done,” Charles replied tightly before turning to Eva, one of the few 
students he had actually grown to respect. “Congratulations on the 3.9 average, Miss Watanabe. 
You’re in stateroom two-fifty-five.” He briefly moved his arm so she could pass. 

The only thing Eva could really do was to smile shyly as she picked up her suitcases and 
Tamara’s purse. She took a few steps up the ramp but she decided to subtly stay where she was, 
pretending to struggle with her luggage but really wanting to find out what was about to take 
place. 

The blonde let out a huff as she blinked apologetically at the teacher. “Look, Mr. 
McCulloch, I got in a car accident yesterday and missed our appointment,” she explained, clearly 
lying through her teeth. “It’s okay, no big deal. Just a bruised arm, thanks for asking.” She gently 
squeezed her left arm, which one hundred percent didn’t have a single laceration on it. “So, I 
brought my project along today. It’s in my suitcase, really.” 

Charles’s eyes darted to said suitcase and he tilted his head out of skepticism. He wasn’t 
about to fall for another one of her tricks again, and it was clear he had had enough of her 
attitude. 


“She’s telling the truth, Mr. McCulloch,” Eva suddenly said, surprising both the teacher 
and her friend. “I saw her pack it last night.” 

Charles was still a bit on edge about whether or not it was the actual truth, but Watanabe 
wasn’t the type of kid to lie to his face or to anyone about anything. She was a good kid and had 
a lot of potential and he was more than just aware of that. So he just relented and moved his arm 
for good. “All right,” he muttered. “But, if it mysteriously disappears en route, I'll have you sent 
back home the minute we dock. Understood?” 

“Perfectly,” Tamara complied, stepping past him confidently and snatching her purse 
back from Eva before he could change his mind. “What a major prick,” she added to her in a 
whisper. 

“What are you going to do?” Eva asked in a concerned voice. 

Tamara smiled optimistically. “Improvise, of course!” 


As a tan 1976 BMW pulled into the parking lot full of excited students, 
seventeen-year-old Rennie Wickham looked out the windshield as she twirled a strand of her 
curly, dirty blonde hair — which was tied into a ponytail — around her index finger. While the 
sight of the ship brought a smile to her face, she couldn’t prevent the slightest sense of paranoia 
from creeping into her heart. Her breathing threatened to quicken but she placed a hand on her 
chest to keep calm, praying that the driver of the car wouldn’t notice her change in behavior. 

Colleen Van Deusen was Rennie’s Creative Writing Teacher and was in her mid-forties 
with messy brown hair and wondrous hazel eyes. She had instantly taken a liking to the young 
girl she was driving to the dock when she met her in her class nearly a year ago and sort of took 
her under her wing. Unlike her other students, Van Deusen saw something unique in the girl that 
always piqued her curiosity about her. She wasn’t sure if it was the way she was always 
withdrawn or the mysterious expression in her blue eyes, but it often fascinated her. 

“Toby’s been awfully quiet back there,” she spoke up since there had been silence in the 
vehicle for an uncomfortably long time. 

Rennie turned in her seat to look at her black and white border collie with a smile; Toby 
had been a stray dog she found near one of the convenience stores in Crystal Lake and had 
grown fond of him right away. While her uncle was hesitant to let her take in the dog, he 
eventually relented and he had been by her side for two years now. He was basically the only 
emotional support she had besides Colleen and her friend, Sean, especially since he always 
stayed right with her whenever she was upset. 

“Yeah...” she said distantly. “I guess he’s a little nervous about the trip.” 

Colleen just hummed as she parked the car and removed the key from the ignition. “I’m 
glad you decided to come after all.” 

“Me too,” Rennie replied with a small nod before she let out a huff of exasperation. “But 
I’m not sure Uncle Charles will be....” 


“You let me worry about him, okay?” Colleen suggested and, when Rennie’s head bobbed 
up and down, she decided to continue. “Personal experiences are what fuel the minds of great 
writers, Rennie. You made the right decision.” 

“What about not-so-great writers?” 

The retort got both of them to laugh, but Rennie’s giggling faded away while Colleen’s 
continued. She stared out the windshield and spotted the mass of water surrounding the boat and 
she couldn’t stop the shiver from going up her spine. She blocked out the voice in her mind that 
she constantly heard every day and night... 

The voice of a little boy... 

Mommy.... Dont let me drown... 

She shook her head furiously. Stop it, she thought. 

“Everything okay?” came Van Deusen’s voice, bringing her back to the present. 

Rennie nodded quickly. “Just felt a little chill,” she made up on the spot. 

While Colleen didn’t entirely believe that saying, she decided not to bother her about it, 
not wanting to push her buttons. So, instead, she changed the subject to something more 
lighthearted. “Did you know that I’m giving up teaching?” she brought up. 

Rennie just stared at her dumbly. “Wait, really?” 

“Since the school is closing anyway, I’m going to write that novel I’ve been threatening 
on everybody.” 

“That’s wonderful, Miss Van Deusen.... What’s it about?” 

“Hmm...” Colleen began with a peaceful smile. “A senior class cruise to Manhattan, 
laced with romance, adventure, and murder. Or a Gothic cookbook, I haven’t really decided 
which.” 

Rennie chuckled again as she unbuckled her seatbelt, ready to exit the car to grab her 
suitcase. But a tap on her shoulder stopped her and she turned around, only to be met with the 
older woman handing her a small black box with a red ribbon wrapped around it. She regarded it 
with pure confusion but also a sliver of interest as she gently took it from her, staring at it for a 
long duration of time. 

“Go on, open it,” said Colleen and she obeyed. 

Opening the box gently, Rennie spotted a very old and antique ink-dip pen with red 
ribbon also attached to this as well. While it seemed to look decades old, it was still in pristine 
condition and reflected the tiny amount of sunlight that was visible from the clouds. 

“Stephen King supposedly used it when he was in high school,” Colleen explained with 
an excited smile. 

A sensation of euphoria washed over Rennie as her lips curved upward. “I don’t know 
what to say...” was all she could mumble as she glanced up at her. 

Colleen felt tears pricking her eyes as she offered a bittersweet frown to her surrogate 
daughter. “Rennie... you are the best student I have ever had. You have a real gift. And if 
anybody can make use of that pen... it’s you.” 


All Rennie could do in that moment was bring her into a tight and furious hug, not 
wanting to let go of the woman who had done her best to be a mother to her after all she had 
been through. 

If they had looked out the windshield and paid more attention, they would have caught a 
glimpse of the small yacht with blood splattered all over the windows slowly drifting towards the 
ship. 


Colleen grabbed her violet duffel bag and black suitcase and strolled up to the ramp 
leading up to the large boat. She noticed McCulloch impatiently checking his watch and she did 
all she could to suppress a laugh at his antics. Blowing a strand of her hair out of her face, she 
paused in front of him and offered as friendly of a smile as she could muster. 

“Hello, Charles,” she greeted kindly. “Has everyone checked in?” 

McCulloch regarded her with a small sneer before sighing genuinely. “No...” he said in 
return. “Jim Miller and Suzy Donaldson never showed up. And I’m more than a little 
concerned.” 

Van Deusen finally chuckled, more so to herself than at what he said. “Well, don’t be,” 
she assured him. “They probably decided to explore each other rather than New York.” 

Charles glared at her disdainfully, a sarcastic smile on his face. “Well, that’s nice. Now, 
let’s go. We’re running two minutes behind.” 

“There’s someone else coming, too.” 

Charles paused and spun around to non-verbally reply with a look of confusion. Then he 
glanced behind where she was standing, and the muscles in his face tightened as he spotted his 
niece. 

Rennie slowly walked up to the ramp with a small suitcase gripped in her right hand, 
Toby striding by her side and not leaving her whatsoever. Her sky blue eyes were filled with 
anxiety and hesitance but she knew there was no turning back now. She wasn’t going to miss out 
on the trip of a lifetime, especially since this would finally give her the opportunity to face her 
fears that she had had since she was a child. 

The only problem was that she had no idea why she had those specific fears. 

She paused in front of her uncle and peered up at him, tempted to say something. 
Eventually, she decided against it and lumbered up the ramp as Toby trotted behind her. 

Charles looked back at Colleen, absolutely livid now. “You never should have brought 
her here,” he lightly scolded. “You have no right —” 

“And neither do you,” Colleen retorted, cutting him off. “After all, it’s up to Rennie to 
decide what she wants to do.” 

All she got was a scoff in return as the older man rolled his eyes at her. “She doesn’t 
know what she wants,” he said. “She’s never had a stable life, you know?” 


Colleen stepped closer with narrowed eyes, refusing to back down from the intimidating 
man. “And she sure doesn’t have one now, either, does she? She needs to live for once and you 
need to let her.” 

“I’m her legal guardian!” Charles shouted at her, drawing the attention of a few nearby 
students on the ship’s deck. “Not you or anybody else. And I alone know what’s best for her. End 
of discussion!” 

The woman stepped back and suddenly had a determined fire in her eyes that she was 
certain wouldn’t go away for a long time. As she stepped around up and stomped up the ramp, 
she spoke up one final time in a defiant tone: 

“No, I think it’s just the beginning....” 

Meanwhile, Rennie walked along the deck of the ship with interest laced in her eyes as 
she glanced around at the other kids. She silently greeted them with a smile but all she got was 
stares and whispers in return, which made her lower her gaze almost instantly. Ever since the 
tragedy she had endured eight years ago, all she was really met with whenever she walked into 
school were glances filled with pity or narrowed eyes because she wasn’t at their level of 
popularity. 

Her classmates often viewed her as weird because of her bookish nature but also due to 
the rumor that had been going around that she had caused her parents’ deaths. 

Cynthia and Peter Wickham had, unfortunately, passed away in a gruesome car accident 
while on their way home from their anniversary vacation in 1990. When their only daughter had 
been informed of the news, only being ten years old at the time, she had nearly broken and her 
depression only grew worse when she had been forced to move in with her Uncle Charles. 

He was the opposite of his now deceased sister; while Cynthia had been a tender and 
adoring mother to her child, Charles was incredibly stern and strict, and even way too 
overprotective for Rennie’s liking. It made her want to rebel against him but she was mortified of 
the consequences that would come out of doing so. Sure, he had never laid a hand on her to hurt 
her but she knew that his words were way more painful than the actions he took at times. 

“Rennie, you need to keep your grades up or you'll be a failure just like your father,” he 
would say, since he had never approved of his sister’s husband. 

“You're not allowed to date until you're out of high school, Rennie,” he would say. 

“Until you’ve moved out, you’re stuck with me, and it’s my choice on what you want, ” he 
would say. 

Every time he would say something similar to that, she would just internally roll her eyes 
and pray to the Heavens above that she would make it far, far away from Crystal Lake. She knew 
that her mother would be incredibly disappointed in Charles if she were still here. 

Her father hadn t been a failure, either. He had taken on a career as an accountant and had 
made close to triple digits every year for his wife and daughter, and they had all gotten by just 
fine. Peter had also been a kind person that treated everyone with respect no matter where or 
what they came from and that was the main part of Rennie’s personality that had been passed 
down when she was born. 


As she stepped up to the deck’s railing and peered out at the lake, she took a deep breath 
and gathered all of the courage she could to not back away. It had been the first time she had 
been near a large body of water in a number of years and, while the sight was relaxing to her, she 
couldn’t push the slightest sense of dread creeping up into her soul. She quivered where she 
stood for a second but attempted to suppress it with a hum, closing her eyes. 

A very distant memory flooded through her mind for a brief moment and she tried to 
grasp at it, but her subconscious fingers wouldn’t let her... 

“It's so pretty today...” she could hear a little girl’s voice speak. 

“Yeah...” an older man then said. “A perfect day for swimming.” 

Then, like every other time she tried to remember why her innate fear of the water always 
bothered her, there came another voice. Her eyes grew wide as she hugged her arms closer to her 
chest, and she could swear that she heard Toby let out a whimper of concern — either for her or 
because of something else. 

“Hhhhelp meeeeee...”’ 

Rennie brought her hands to her messy hair and tugged on it roughly as her breathing 
became shallow. “No, no...” she murmured, squeezing her eyes shut. “Stop it...” 

“Mommyyyyyyy!” 

For the love of God, please stop! she thought as she began to panic, looking all around 
her to see if anyone else could hear what she was hearing. 

But, like always, nobody could. 

They either just weren’t paying attention, or she was going insane. 

She then peered down at the lake and saw something that made her reel back in pure 
horror, nearly letting out a scream but bumping into Colleen stopped that from happening. 

“What’s wrong, Rennie?” the older woman asked, frowning with deep concern for her 
student. 

Rennie frantically looked back over the railing to check and see that what she saw was 
still there... but her eyes were met with nothing and the water seemed to be the way it just was: 
calm and tranquil, with nothing disturbing it whatsoever. Seeing this, she awkwardly cleared her 
throat and turned back to Colleen with a strained smile. “I just got a little dizzy,” she muttered. 
“Tm fine...” 

What both Rennie and Colleen narrowly missed seeing was Jason’s decomposing form 
slowly climbing up the rope that was attached to the anchor that held the ship in place. As his 
bony hands gripped the prickly object and pulled himself up, all he could think about was how 
the people his mother always talked about would never stop trespassing on his property. Sure, the 
yacht he had hijacked technically sailed on its own towards this ship, but Jason still considered 
this section of the lake part of his territory nonetheless. 

If he had been a little quicker, he could have caught the curly-haired girl and the older 
woman off guard before having their blood spill before them. But he would be patient; he would 
get them soon enough. 


In a matter of hours, every kid on this boat would learn what a deadly idea it was to come 
upon his territory. 

He had no idea where they were set off to, but he was certain they would never make it 
there. 

Not on his watch.... 


Sean Robertson stuffed his hands into the pockets of his tan jacket as he followed Miles 
up the stairs that led up to the bridge of the ship, his head slightly hung low but he tried to not 
make it obvious. The way he had been greeted by the admiral, William Robertson (who was his 
father), made him begin to dread the oncoming trip that he was due to go on. While the idea of 
heading to one of the biggest cities in the country sounded really appealing, being around his dad 
for about a week was not the ideal wish he had. He was more excited to explore the city and 
hang out with his friends, even though Rennie wouldn’t be tagging along (or so he thought), so 
this was really bringing his spirits down. 

He attempted to remain uplifted and to pretend that nothing was wrong whatsoever, but it 
would have been obvious to everyone around him that he was a terrible liar. The smile on his 
face was faker than ever and his heart had already sunken to the bottom of his stomach, and he 
was confirming one unsettling fact: 

This trip was going to be an absolute disaster. 

As he and Miles stepped into the ship’s bridge, he could overhear his father giving an 
order to the chief engineer. 

“Let’s take in the brow,” William politely commanded the younger man at the helm, 
whose name was Timothy Carlson. 

“Yes, sir,” Timothy obeyed before pressing the button to the intercom to communicate to 
the other crew members. “Take in the gangway and single up all lines.” 

“Hello, Dad,” Sean greeted with a thin smile, which only got a glance from William in 
response. 

“Hey, Admiral Robertson,” Miles spoke up, breaking the awkward silence. “Love your 
ship!” 

William actually smiled respectfully towards the young man, nodding curtly. “She’s a 
beauty, isn’t she?” he replied proudly. “I should’ve retired from the Navy ten years ago.” 

Miles’s head sheepishly bobbed up and down as he adjusted his posture. “You’ve been 
really generous to give us this cruise, sir,” he said. “I know I speak for everybody on board.” 

Forget about me, Sean thought sarcastically. 7 know I won t be having fun. 

“Hell, there’s just twenty or so of you,” Sean’s father pointed out, shrugging his 
shoulders. “We only need a skeleton crew and it’s a pleasure to sail her anyway.” Then, raising 
his eyebrows, a thought came to his head that made him smile more. “By the way, 


congratulations on winning the intramural diving championship, Miles. I’m sure you made your 
old man proud.” 

William followed this with casting a glance towards his son and Sean knew all too well 
what that look meant, so he averted his gaze. 

“Have you decided on your departure protocol, Admiral?” Carlson spoke up, honestly 
just wanting to go on with the plan that had been set accordingly instead of lingering at the dock 
for any longer than necessary. 

“Actually...” Robertson said before his gaze directed towards Sean. “I thought I’d leave 
the honors to my son.” 

Sean’s eyes widened out of utter worry as he began to shake his head, mumbling 
nervously. “No, no, Dad,” he said quickly. “I don’t think that —” 

“Relinquishing command of the S.S. Lazarus...” Robertson announced, completely 
ignoring the younger boy. “...to Captain Sean Robertson.” 

The Admiral then walked over to grab something to hand over to Sean with an 
anticipated grin. “But... before you take the helm, take this.” 

Sean tentatively grabbed what seemed to be an antique box that was the size of a small 
suitcase and stared at it with genuinely interested eyes. He slowly opened it and peered inside, 
spotting what seemed to be a large calculator — that was really a navigational computer — and a 
rusty sextant that looked like it was a few decades old. 

“Something old and something new,” Robertson muttered, breaking his son out of his 
thoughts. “I used that sextant when I was your age, but now they have these goddamn computers 
to do all the work for you.” 

Carlson cleared his throat and stood straighter as he nodded to Sean respectfully. “Have 
you decided on a plan of departure, Captain?” he asked despite reading the boy’s body language 
and noticing how tense he seemed to be, and he was tempted to walk over to him and ask what 
was wrong. 

Sean responded by nervously glancing towards the Omega navigational computer before 
taking a deep breath and pointing to the Loran near it. “Uh...” he began, “...how about if we start 
up the forward engines and come around one hundred and eighty degrees...?” 

“Aren’t you forgetting something, Mister?” Robertson questioned with a frustrated stare, 
linking his hands together in a very stern posture, which made Sean gulp as he struggled to form 
a reply. Knowing that nothing was coming out of his mouth, he stomped towards a handle and 
yanked it down, setting off the ship’s horn that blared loudly into the watery abyss. 

Sean just lowered his head out of shame and humiliation, just wishing that he had never 
boarded this fucking boat in the first place. If only he could just crawl into a hole and die, 
everything would be better... much better than what was going on right now. 

“Send out the international maritime signal,” Robertson demanded, gritting his teeth 
before snatching up a walkie talkie and holding it out towards Sean. “Followed by a security 
broadcast warning other ships that we are under way!” 


But, instead of Sean gingerly taking the walkie talkie from his father, he just turned and 
stormed out of the bridge, absolutely embarrassed. Miles timidly followed soon after, not 
knowing what to say. All William Robertson could so was stand there, dumbfounded, while 
Carlson just cast his eyes outside the huge window in front of him in order to pretend that hadn’t 


just taken place. 
It wasn’t supposed to happen like that.... 


Chapter Two 


As the ship’s horn blew in order to announce its upcoming departure, Sean morosely 
walked down the steps that led up to the bridge of the boat with his hands in his pockets. When 
was his father going to realize that he needed to make a future for himself, not have one forced 
upon him? He had been trying to tell him that for the past several years but all he would get was 
the same old-fashioned response in return: “Criminology won t do you no good, Sean. Being a 
captain is what 5 best for you, alright?” 

It would have made more sense if William was more concerned over what could happen 
to his son in terms of wanting to be a detective one day, since it would be putting him in a good 
amount of danger. But it seemed that all he cared for was that Sean followed in his footsteps 
down to the exact centimeter. 

But Sean was just about at his breaking point. 

When will he ever learn that I’m about to be an adult that can make decisions for 
himself?! he exclaimed in his head as he reached the bottom step. 

Well, those days were about to be over. 

The second this trip ended, Sean was determined to finally attempt to reach his father 
about the subject and, if he didn’t listen, then he was going to cut off all ties with him. 

He knew their relationship had gotten strained after Sean’s mother passed away just two 
years ago, but that was no excuse for William to become much more stern with his son whenever 
it came to what decisions he made in life. He just wanted their bond to be the way it once was, 
where his dad was more open to talking to him about life and he supported every little thing his 
boy did. 

But it seemed as though that wasn’t going to happen again. 

As he was about to cross the deck to retrieve his luggage where he had left it on one of 
the chairs, he accidentally bumped into an older man that was mopping up said deck. “Oh, I’m 
sorry, sit,” he muttered as the mop clattered to the floor. He was about to bend down to pick it up 
for him but the piercing gaze from the man made him halt. Nobody had ever stared at him like 
that and it nearly frightened him. 

“This voyage is doomed,” the man, who was the deck hand of the ship, whispered almost 
sinisterly but there was a hint of desperation in his voice. 


Despite his moment of worry, Sean chose to sigh indifferently as he nodded his head. 
“Yeah, tell me about it,” he muttered before walking past the deck hand. 


Within the next fifteen minutes, every student of Lakeview High had boarded the SS. 
Lazarus and the ship’s horn cut through all other sources of sound as it blared once again, 
announcing its departure. The figures of the students’ parents and siblings and friends slowly got 
smaller as the voyage to New York City finally began for the eighteen to twenty kids on board. 
Some shouted things such as “I love you!” and “Have fun in New York!” and others clapped 
while more blasted confetti cannons to celebrate their children’s trip. 

As soon as the adults were fully out of view, most of the kids whooped and hollered with 
joy that they had temporary freedom before graduation. Well, freedom was putting it lightly, as 
they would still be chaperoned by Miss Van Deusen and Mr. McCulloch. So, sort of freedom, 
you could say. 

Some of them got together to either play some matches of curling, dance in the disco 
room, or just gather on the deck to catch up on life. 

Sean, however, leaned against the railing on the deck at the back of the ship, staring into 
the endless abyss of the water. He figured that the biggest benefit of being in such a small senior 
class was how peaceful the trip had started out. And he was, at least, grateful that he had gotten 
used to the sea because the smell of the water barely phased him. In fact, it put him at ease, 
which he needed after finding out that Rennie wouldn’t be tagging along on the trip. 

He had met Rennie during their Freshman year of high school, back when there had been 
way more students — at least, until the murder spree that had happened the year previously. The 
thing that had stood out to her immediately was how quiet yet clever she was, since she would 
always ace her exams and would answer a question in class correctly. She was also kind enough 
to reach out to anyone that needed help on a question or just advice in general, even if she wasn’t 
particularly liked by the school body, only because she was Charles McCulloch’s niece. They 
didn’t care that she was the total opposite of him, every member of that family was expected to 
be heartless bastards. 

But Rennie was nothing like Charles. She wouldn’t snap at anyone for anything 
ridiculous, she hardly ever got angry in general. She was more gentle than anything, really. It 
was the main reason Sean had taken a liking to her three years ago and began talking to her. 

Their first interaction was nice, albeit very awkward; the usual small talk, “What’s your 
favorite class?” “What do you want to do after graduation?” etc. Rennie had been extremely shy, 
admitting that she didn’t normally talk to her classmates because she wanted to focus on her 
schoolwork, which Sean found understandable. 

But, over the years, Rennie found herself relying more on Sean whenever she needed to 
open up about something in her life, such as the anniversary of her parents’ deaths or her Uncle 
Charles being overbearing, as usual. One thing led to another, and the two had grown closer and 


Sean realized that he had a huge crush on her. She was easy to talk to, she was intelligent, and 
she was beautiful in her own unique way. 

The main reason he had been let down by the news of her not arriving was that he was 
planning on asking her to be his girlfriend when they arrived in New York. He had bought her a 
present with the leftover Christmas money his dad had given him and he figured it was all for 
nothing now. He completely understood Rennie’s innate fear of the water and he didn’t blame 
her for that at all; he was more so angry at Charles for not letting his niece tell him that she 
wouldn’t be coming. 

But, as always, this was how it went. And he was starting to get used to it. 

He figured that he should go back to his stateroom for now and organize more of his 
things, especially since he wasn’t in the celebratory mood. Besides, the only thing that he would 
be looking forward to when he arrived in the Big Apple was seeing Times Square and that 
wouldn’t even be one-tenth as exciting as his original plan would have been. 

Sighing heavily, he pushed himself away from the railing just as the sound of footsteps 
echoed around him. He turned to his right and had to do a double take. Just as his day was 
becoming extra shitty — 

“Rennie!” he spoke up, his eyes brightening. 

— it suddenly got a whole lot better. 

“Hi, Sean...” Rennie replied timidly as she stepped up to him, Toby following alongside 
her. 

“I heard you weren’t coming,” Sean said as he kneeled down to pet Toby, who eagerly 
welcomed him with what seemed to be the closest thing to a smile. 

“Well... we changed our minds,” she said. 

Now that the opportunity had shown up, much to his relief, Sean stood back up and 
reached into his pocket for the black velvet box he had kept with him since he had gotten it. “Uh, 
I got you a present,” he admitted sheepishly. 

A small blush formed on Rennie’s face along with a frown. “But I didn’t get you one,” 
she said sadly. 

“Forget it,” Sean muttered with a chuckle, handing the box to her. “It’s a dumb little thing 
anyway.” 

Rennie took the box from Sean’s hands and pried the lid open. Inside was a silver 
pendant, the jewel shaped into the famous Statue of Liberty that she had always anticipated 
seeing since she was a little girl. Even though she knew the necklace didn’t quite do the 
soon-to-be sight of the real thing justice, it still warmed her heart that Sean had gone out of his 
way to buy it for her. 

“It’s beautiful, Sean,” she said as she smiled. “I love it.” 

Smiling with satisfaction that she liked the gift, Sean took the necklace from Rennie and 
moved to stand behind her. He gestured that he was going to put it around her neck and she 
pulled her curly hair out of the way as he hooked it on. “I thought maybe we could hike to the 


Statue when we get there,” he offered before facing her again. “If you felt like it. It’s supposed to 
be twenty-two stories tall.” 

Even though twenty-two stories seemed like a lot when it came to climbing stairs, Rennie 
knew she would be able to do it. After all, if Sean wanted to do it, so did she. It would be worth 
it in the end. “That sounds wonderful,” she confirmed, reaching out to hold his hand, their 
fingers brushing. 

“Mr. Robertson, your father was looking for you!” came the dreaded voice of McCulloch 
from the upper balcony, and the moment was instantly broken. 

While Rennie lowered her gaze and felt her heart wrench just at the thought of dealing 
with her uncle again, Sean gave her a bittersweet smile. “I guess I’ll see you later,” he said. 

“Okay.” 

Once Sean had left, Charles came down the stairs from the balcony and stared at Rennie 
with a stern gaze that said, “Time to talk, little Rennie.” Quite frankly, she was tired of receiving 
that look from him but it was like she didn’t have another choice except for being on that 
receiving end. 

Lucky me, she thought. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked her as he raised an eyebrow. “We’ve already been 
through all of this.” 

“I’m sorry, Uncle Charles,” Rennie said with a frown. “Please don’t be upset with me.” 

“I’m not upset,” he said truthfully. “I’m just... concerned. I remember you telling me 
three days ago that you were certain that you would never come along. And then / was certain 
that you meant it. What happened?” 

“T guess I decided to change my mind...” she mumbled. “I can’t stay away from the 
water forever, you know?” 

“Either you chose to have a huge change of heart or something persuaded you to tag 
along,” Charles responded pointedly. “Something had to have happened, so what was it?” 

“Uncle Charles, nothing happened, really. It just occurred to me that maybe I shouldn’t 
miss out on an experience like this... no matter how nervous I was....” 

Charles took a deep breath before looking out towards the sea. “I admire the courage 
but... there’s a big storm predicted for tonight,” he said. He noticed Rennie going rigid at his 
side right away. “Rennie, you’re making a big mistake. It’s not too late to put you back on 
shore.... If Miss Van Deusen knew how afraid you were of —” 

“She didn’t push me into this,” Rennie said offensively, to which she felt his hands on her 
shoulders. 

“Rennie, why are you doing this to yourself?” 

“T don’t even know just what I’m afraid of, Uncle Charles,” was all she could answer 
with. “I can’t even remember when it started. Don’t you think it’s time that I found out and got 
over it?” 

Charles was tempted to nod but a vivid memory swam through his mind again, a daily 
reminder that she never needed to know what exactly had caused it in the first place. If she found 


out, he was a dead man whether he told her or not. He hadn’t made her suppress it but he wasn’t 
going to stop her from keeping onward with it. He wasn’t pressuring Rennie into getting off the 
ship just to be cruel, he was genuinely worried for her mental state... whatever was left of it, 
anyway. 

So, instead of agreeing with her, he just said, “Facing your fear doesn’t always conquer 
it.” 

Rennie only responded with a firm look in her eyes. “I’m staying.” 

Charles couldn’t force her around anymore and couldn’t keep changing her mind, and 
that finally settled in for him. “Okay,” he whispered in pure defeat. 


While Wayne Webber had previously taken interest in whatever sort of conversation Mr. 
McCulloch and his niece were having below the balcony, it was soon vanquished when the 
screeching guitar notes of the custom song his closest friend made blared through the amp sitting 
on the ground. Remembering that he was still supposed to be capturing footage of J.J. Jarrett 
performing said song, he swung the camera angle back to where she was, checking that the 
recording light was still on. 

If there was one thing he truly envied, it was the effortless way J.J. strummed her fingers 
along the strings of the hot pink Flying V guitar she had bought after saving enough money from 
her cashier job at Crystal Lake Save-A-Lot. He would never forget the endless hours of her 
gushing about seeing that guitar in the display of the biggest music store in Trenton and how she 
didn’t have the cash to buy it. Wayne had advised her to see if she could place a hold on it until 
she had the amount of paychecks she needed, and so she did. For the whole spring semester, she 
had absorbed herself in the last few months of her job before the trip to New York and saved as 
much as she could. 

Of course, she wasn’t paid all that much, only around eight-fifty an hour or so and that 
guitar cost just around a thousand dollars. She had already saved around six hundred from having 
worked there since Freshman year and, by May, she had reached her goal and had bought the 
guitar happily, although she made sure she still had enough left for the trip. 

Wayne was happy for her, even though he sometimes wished she would take a break from 
that guitar so they could talk about their futures. But he didn’t want to say that to her, he wasn’t 
about to dampen her spirits or piss her off. 

“Ts this axe awesome or what?!” J.J. shouted over the wailing notes, her deep red hair 
blowing around her face from the ocean breeze. 

But, at the gesture from Wayne to at least lower the volume on the amp, she just pressed 
the switch on the amp instead, shutting it off. 

“Too cool, J.J,” Wayne said in a celebratory way. “Your parents and paychecks came 
through.” 


“No lie,” J.J. agreed before unplugging the cable from her amp and looking back up at 
him. “Hey, I hear there’s a big power room down below where I can get supreme concert hall 
echo. So come down and shoot a basement tape on me, okay?” 

Wayne did nod but his mind was obviously somewhere else as he stopped recording the 
video on his tape. “Sure...” he mumbled. “But I gotta shoot some shockumentary footage first.” 

J.J. instantly recognized the look on Wayne’s face when he lowered his gaze and refused 
to look at her. The way his face turned a little pink gave it all away and she rolled her eyes, 
tugging her leather jacket further to her as a chill went through her. “Oh man...” she groaned in 
annoyance. “Don’t tell me you’re still trying to scam on Tamara.” 

Wayne refused to answer and, to her, that obviously meant “Yes.” 

She stepped up to her, the guitar strap over both of her shoulders now, and lightly shook 
him by the shoulders. “How long have we known each other?” she asked him hypothetically. 
“Don t be a dweeb, Wayne. She’s not interested in you, only what you can do for her. She is a 
user.” 

J.J. knew all about her poor friend crushing hard over Tamara Mason even though she 
kept warning him that she was the Queen Bee cunt of the senior class. It didn’t matter how cute a 
guy was or how nice they were to her, she would only see them as a good solid lay before 
ditching them for someone else. That was her reputation: Prom Queen and the Molly Ringwald 
of the school, minus the red hair. There was nothing else to her. 

She herself had been the unfortunate target of insults Tamara had thrown her way over 
the years and, while almost none of them really got to her, a particular one from a few months 
ago had severely stung. She had referred to her style as “way too old-timey” and to go back to 
the nineteen eighties. But, in retaliation, J.J. had chosen to buy way more grunge clothes such as 
jackets and ripped pants, and she eventually dyed her naturally brown hair a dark and vibrant red. 

So much for being ‘old-timey,’ was what she kept telling herself to feel better. 

But Wayne never wanted to listen to her, even now, since he just smiled at her. “She’s 
sexy,” he defended. 

J.J. sighed, knowing it was useless. “So what? So’s this guitar,” she said, trying to bring 
more light into the conversation. 

But Wayne wasn’t having it. “PI catch you later, alright?” he replied, turning around and 
walking away. 

“Sad, lonely Wayne...” J.J. hummed to herself as she picked up her amp and carried it 
and the guitar down the balcony stairs. While they were heavy, she managed to pack them the 
rest of the way down each staircase, since she was that determined to see what playing the guitar 
in the power room could be like. If Wayne didn’t want to shoot a video of it all, then so be it; she 
could manage on her own. 

Thanks to the ship not being filled to the brim with students, she was easily able to 
descend each floor beneath the deck. And, after some searching down the bottom floor’s hallway, 
she found a large metal door, hauling it open with her free hand. The hinges on the door 


screamed with the effort of having to move for what felt like the first time in decades, and J.J. 
tried to push past the pain in her ears from the noise. 

She was right away met with the dim lights of the S.S. Lazarus power room and she 
pointed out how it was nearly pitch black. While that would have frightened her as a young girl, 
the humming of the generators down below the grated floor put her more at ease. She then 
spotted a bit of backlit steam from the pipes above her and the voltage meters on the wall next to 
her. It was just like the interiors of the factories she would see in all kinds of movies that her 
parents rented on tape. 

It was the perfect place to perform; at least, without anyone disturbing her peace. 

“Aw, man, this place is aching for a video!” J.J. whined dejectedly. “Wayne, you’re an 
asshole!” 

Damn Wayne and his worthless little crush on Tamara. 

Ignoring the distaste over that moment from earlier and not even caring what Wayne was 
up to at this point, she searched for a power outlet nearby and found one at the base of the 
metallic staircase leading back up to the bottom deck. She grabbed the cable to her amp and 
plugged it in. Popping a cassette tape into the blaster over it and pressing the ‘Play’ shortly after, 
she immediately got to work, furiously strumming her fingers over the strings. 

The traditional notes of Terry Crawford’s Broken Dream blended seamlessly with the 
screeching notes from J.J’s Flying V as she began her solo performance. The power room turned 
out to be so open and vacant that the music reverberated off of the walls and spread an echo 
through both floors of said room. It was just like a real concert, except J.J. was both the celebrity 
and the audience. And it was exhilarating, much like a drug rush and this was the only drug she 
needed in her life. Music was her way of getting her feelings out there. Talking never did much 
besides make her more upset. She was able to communicate better through all of the metal songs 
she had memorized thanks to the cassette tapes, CDs, and vinyl records she owned, which had to 
have added up to around a hundred at this point. 

She didn’t give a damn that Wayne couldn’t be down here to shoot a video with her, there 
would be plenty of other times for that. It was nice that she had time to herself for this and she 
would persuade him to come down here with her some other time so they could either film or 
just hang out. 

The chorus of Broken Dream was reaching its crescendo, so incredibly loud that it 
muffled the thundering footsteps coming from behind J.J. Her eyes were closed with tranquility 
and she was all but oblivious to the sinister presence that had entered the power room and shut 
the door to it. 

But, eventually, a feeling entered her gut that she didn’t like. She didn’t know what it 
was, whether it was the eerie steam hissing from the pipes above or the blackness of the room 
truly getting to her. 

Or if it was the strange booming sounds that blended in with the drum beats of the song. 

Still picking at the strings, blending the highest ‘E’ string above the upper octave fret, J.J. 
finally turned her head to see what the sound was. 


Her childhood fear reappeared in her mind as a figure emerged from the darkness, but all 
the young woman could see was some type of yellowish hockey mask on the figure’s face. 
Everything else was shrouded in pitch black, but she could tell that the hidden eyes — if there 
were any eyes on its face — were boring right into her soul. 

All she could think about was the terrifying times when she was just a child, screaming in 
the middle of the night because she thought she saw a monster in her closet. That memory 
merging with the sight in front of her made the hairs on her arms stand up and she went 
completely rigid in place. 

She dropped her electric guitar, the metal clattering to the ground. 

And she screamed. 

Unfortunately, the only person that would have been able to hear her anywhere above 
was the elderly deck hand of the ship. But it was still worth it to try. 

“HELP!!!!” she shrieked desperately as the figure yanked the guitar off of the floor. 

She then stumbled towards the nearby stairway that descended down to the very bottom 
floor of the ship, even below the last deck. She sped down them, tripping over her feet once or 
twice as tears welled in her eyes, her lips quivering from utter terror. 

But, once she was done running — and she didn’t know how it was possible — she was 
once again met with the same monster directly in front of her. 

How?! she furiously thought as she opened her mouth to scream once more. How did he 
get there so fast?! 

Jason Voorhees brought the guitar he had wielded over his shoulder down and struck the 
girl square in the face. And then he did it again and again and again, over and over. Blood 
erupted from her brain and splattered on the walls surrounding the two of them, but Jason didn’t 
stop. He just kept going. 

But J.J. didn’t feel a thing, having already been dead by the second strike.... 


Chapter Three 


Night descended upon the Atlantic Ocean and, with that, was coming the predicted 
thunderstorm Charles had warned Rennie about earlier that afternoon. However, unlike water, 
rain and thunder never bothered her too much. It served as a sort of white noise to her and it 
helped her concentrate. The only times where it wouldn’t were when the weather would get 
really bad to the point that a tornado would be threatening to form in the New Jersey area. But 
that only happened at least once or twice a year so she was rarely worried about that. 

At least the sea waves weren’t too bad at the moment, so the ship wouldn’t rock back and 
forth until she was asleep. 

For the time being, until she felt herself becoming tired, she dipped the Stephen King pen 
in the tiny bottle of ink that Colleen had given to her as a little extra gift after boarding the ship. 
The tip hovered over the blank sheet of paper in her journal; she had no idea what to write about. 
Should she write about how the trip was going so far? What she thought New York would look 
like? Whatever? She didn’t have a clue. 

There was nothing there. 

She finally lowered the pen on the desk she was sitting at and closed the journal, glancing 
over her shoulder at Toby, who was lying on her bed in the stateroom. 

“What do you think...?” she asked him, sighing out of boredom. “Time for some 
personal experiences to fuel our minds?” 

All Toby did was slightly tilt his head and blink at her, no more than that. 

Rennie pretended that he had actually answered and she peered towards the open 
doorway of the closet, seeing a nice outfit she had picked out for the trip and her eyes lighting 
up. “I agree,” she answered, standing to her feet and walking over to where her clothes hung on 
hangers on a rack. She found the combination she was looking for, the one Colleen had helped 
her buy not even a week previously. 

For the trip to the huge city, she had wanted to look her best, to fit in with the crowd in a 
way. Not too fancy but not too bland either. So, at the local mall just outside of Crystal Lake 
around five days ago, she picked out a tan leather jacket along with a silk white blouse and black 
satin pants. They didn’t cost way too much and Colleen had paid for it for her despite her 
numerous protests that she could handle it on her own. 


Over the past several years, ever since she entered her teenage phase, Rennie had been 
dealing with numerous insecurities over how she looked. Her hair had once been perfectly 
straight — if not slightly wavy — and very long. But, once puberty had hit her like a brick, said 
hair had poofed out majorly and became unkempt. And now, it was extremely curly and even 
messier. She didn’t really mind anymore but she sometimes envied other girls in the school, like 
Eva Watanabe or Tamara Mason. They were way prettier than she was, even if Tamara’s beauty 
was more superficial than anything. 

Every other day, Rennie found something new to fuss about, whether it be her hair or her 
arms or anything, really. But, once she had begun to realize that Sean seemed to really like her, 
she slowly began to ignore the insecurities and learn that she was perfectly fine the way she was. 
She would only wear nicer clothes from time to time because she genuinely liked them and 
wanted to wear them. And tonight was one of those nights. 

She slipped the jacket on after buttoning up her shirt, making sure to leave at least one of 
the buttons untouched so the collar wouldn’t restrain her airways. She then faintly messed with 
her curly hair, making sure there were no knots of any kind. 


Her shoulders tensing up greatly, Rennie snapped her head around towards the round 
window on the other side of the room. 

But there was nobody outside, nobody looking in at her, at least. 

But she couldn’t bring herself to tear her eyes away from the glass, and so she slowly 
stepped forward, making sure to make her footfalls stay silent. She moved her head slightly out 
of suspicion, her eyes never moving. She knew she had heard something, and she knew it was a 
voice of some kind. She didn’t want to think about whose voice it could have possibly been, not 
wanting to be reminded of what had happened on the upper deck earlier. She shuddered at the 
memory. 

Just as her heartbeat was beginning to slow back down from the temporary startlement, 
she then saw something else in the window entirely. 

A boy that only wore swimming trunks appeared out of thin air and his water-wrinkled 
hands slammed against the glass, as if he were trying to break it. His face was horribly disfigured 
and almost lopsided, as if a jigsaw puzzle had gone completely wrong. Bubbles escaped from his 
parted lips and his mouth was open in an attempt to scream at Rennie, but all that could be heard 
was those bubbles. But his lips could be read. 

“HELP!” he mouthed, his cry muffled. “HELP MEEEEEEEE!” 

Rennie began shaking her head in disbelief, raising her hands to either side of her face, 
but she couldn’t stop staring at the sight. This was only a thing she would see in her nightmares, 
not in her waking hours! Dear God, this wasn’t real! It wasn’t happening, not now! 

Please God... 

But the whimpers that emanated from Toby as he also stared at the window confirmed the 
reality of the situation. And Rennie looked at him out of concern, her eyebrows scrunched 


together. Toby, however, was already done with whatever he had seen since he had leaped off of 
the bed and dashed for the door that was open ajar. 

“Wait, Toby!” Rennie yelled out of surprise as the dog ran out of the room, snarling 
viciously but fearfully. What had he seen? Surely, it wasn’t that boy! She then spared a final 
glance back at the window. 

But there was nothing there now. 

No water... no drowning boy.... 


Eva just barely avoided the mayhem that the dog had caused as it made its way down the 
hallway, since she had nearly been knocked down by his forceful run. She held in a yelp of shock 
as she continued to follow Tamara close behind, having been tagging along for a little while after 
they had eaten dinner in the main dining room. Ever since the blonde had suggested that they go 
down to the middle deck two floors, Eva kept glancing behind her from time to time to make 
sure they weren’t being followed by any potential staff. 

“Come on, Eva!” Tamara hissed at her when she did it again. “Quit being so obvious. 
We’re not gonna be caught.” 

“I’m not sure we’re not supposed to be here, Tamara,” Eva replied with a worried 
expression in her eyes. 

“Relax, girl. We’re fine. They won’t see us.” 

As the two of them entered the outer balcony of the middle deck, Tamara motioned for 
Eva to come closer and she did. A rush of red invaded her cheeks as she stared through the 
circular window at all of the boys walking around the male’s locker room. Sure, several of them 
were attractive to her but not really her type. None of them quite were. But she didn’t mind 
admiring their physiques alongside Tamara. After all, she only stuck by her side because she 
didn't want to be lonely. There was nobody else to hang out with on the ship, anyway; not like 
she was worth hanging with, in her own opinion. 

“Ts that a muscular bod or what?” Tamara then asked as she peered into the locker room, 
putting on a sexy sort of smile. Eva looked to see what she meant and understood. 

The most well known guy in the senior class when it came to the sport of boxing was 
eighteen-year-old Julius Gaw who, despite his cocky attitude, was actually a decent guy that was 
only trying to seek a career similar to that of Rocky Balboa. And, while he was quite aware that 
he was a good-looking young adult, he wasn’t the kind of guy that took advantage of it. And that 
was one of the reasons many people in the school — freshmen, sophomores, and juniors alike — 
liked him so much. After all, it gave him other students to talk to. 

Other girls in the school also fawned over him but he never looked for just a simple 
screw to make himself feel better. His father had raised him better and taught him to be 
respectful to women and gently turn them down if he felt they were coming on too strong. Sure, 


he had a few girlfriends but they were never too serious with him, and he wished they were 
serious. 

So, instead of looking for someone to be with, he decided to channel that frustration into 
boxing and that was exactly what he was doing. In the boys’ locker room, he thrusted a gloved 
hand towards his opponent, Alex Farmer, and he knew he was winning by a landslide. Thanks to 
the heavy amount of training he had received from the gym coach, he was pretty damn good at it 
now. 

He threw another punch towards Alex, who dodged it with hesitated ease. He could tell 
that he was calculating his next move so he did the same. Julius was known for one thing in his 
personality: he was incredibly patient. So, he watched as carefully as he could and predicted the 
following moment. 

When Alex threw his own punch, he ducked and landed a good hit on his forehead. 
Thank God he was protected by his headgear. 

And then he saw him direct his gaze towards the roundish window nearby. Julius had no 
clue what he had seen but he took the opportunity to deliver a great knockout punch to Alex’s 
face and he tumbled to the ground, groaning with tiredness and pain. He then looked over 
towards the window himself and spotted two very beautiful girls that he knew quite well, Tamara 
Mason and Eva Watanabe. He wasn’t the biggest fan of Tamara but he tolerated her at the very 
least, he just didn’t like her tendency to always flaunt her reputation as the Queen Bee of the 
entire high school. 

Eva, however, was someone Julius was very fond of and he admired her intelligence — 
even if he envied her a little bit. She was definitely way prettier than her blonde friend but she 
didn’t brag about it to anyone, she was more humble than anything. He also couldn’t deny that he 
had taken a small liking to her a few months ago but he didn’t really think about telling her since 
they would both be going their separate ways after graduation, Eva to New York and Julius to the 
West Coast to be a pro-boxer. 

But maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to have a little small city romance for a few weeks; he 
just wasn’t that sure. 

As the other boys applauded his added victory, he smiled back at the two girls, shooting a 
specific wink at Eva, which made her look down so he wouldn’t see her blush. 

“He’s undefeated, you know that?” Tamara spoke up again after Julius walked away to go 
change back into normal clothes. “Julius is the only senior I’d even consider doing it with... if he 
wasn’t black, that is.” 

Eva blinked and cleared her throat. “My parents are open minded about that sort of 
thing,” she said awkwardly. “But I agree. He’s very good-looking.” 

Tamara shrugged. “My stepmom couldn’t care less,” she clarified. “But Daddy would 
have a shit fit.” She then glanced downward. “He might even pay some attention to me.” 

All Eva could do was sigh sadly at her friend saying that, all too aware that Tamara’s 
father was more neglectful to her than any parent she had ever met before. The only time he 
would pay attention to his daughter was during big occasions, such as her birthday or Christmas. 


Any other day, though, he acted as though she didn’t exist. And her stepmother was just snobby 
and more full of herself than Tamara even was. 

She went to say something to pull Tamara out of her sudden mood switch, but she had 
already gone back to the smile from earlier as she glanced to her right. “Gorgeous guy at ten 
o’clock,” she announced in a sultry voice. “Look sensual.” 

Eva perked up and stood to her feet alongside Tamara just as she saw a very cute crew 
member walking past them, most likely having finished with a task of his own on the ship. He 
looked like he was around twenty-four or twenty-five and he smiled politely at the two of them. 

Tamara not-so-subtly moved her hair out of her face, batting her eyelashes at the man; 
meanwhile, Eva clumsily copied her movements, but she didn’t feel like batting her own 
eyelashes, feeling that it would be a little too much to impress him. She didn’t miss how Tamara 
moved her head to check out the crew member’s rear and she hummed with indifference, and 
then grabbed her purse from where it hung over her shoulder and presented it to her. 

“T think it’s time for some recreational activity, girl!” she announced with a sly smile. 

Eva’s smile was more genuine, however, as her eyes lit up. “Oh, sounds good!” she 
replied. “I hear there’s a shuffleboard court on deck — it might be kinda cool.” 

Tamara raised her eyebrows. “You’re joking, right?” 

She wasn’t joking at all, actually having looked forward to playing a bit of shuffleboard, 
but she now knew that Tamara meant something else entirely. She eyed the purse and gulped as 
anxitety swept through her again, feeling no other choice besides following the blonde as she led 
her away from the outer deck and back inside. 

The girls walked along a few hallways as Tamara tried to find any room that seemed to 
be secluded from the rest of the boat. Eva resorted back to glancing behind her over and over, but 
the other girl lightly smacked her arm to get her to stop. A few seconds later, they spotted a door 
on the right side of the hallway with a sign that read “LINEN CLOSET” above the small square 
window. 

“This is the spot!” Tamara hissed and pushed the door open before finding a little space 
behind some mops and buckets. 

When Eva sat down next to her, she unzipped her purse and brought out the bag of drugs, 
along with a tiny little mirror and a metallic straw. She ignored her friend’s anxious stare as she 
spread the white powder out on the mirror, an eager smile on her face. Sure, weed was fun and 
all whenever she wanted to relax and stay calm, but this stuff was good for when she wanted to 
forget everything and just party. She had only snorted a tiny bit of cocaine once during a party in 
her junior year and she had damn near blacked out from how disoriented she had become soon 
after. But it had been wonderful. After all, a few hours before that, she had gotten into a huge 
fight with her father about her room being a mess — even if it wasn’t too messy, in her eyes — and 
she had stormed out after calling a friend to pick her up. 

Weed and booze may have been temporary distractions from the admitted hardships of 
life, this was good enough to last an hour or two. At least, she thought so. She didn’t quite 
remember the aftereffects of taking it, the whole night was now a blur for her. 


“The night time is the right time...” she teased as she made a final outspread of the 
powder before handing the straw to Eva, a huge grin on her face. 

Eva instantly lowered her gaze towards the floor. “N-No thanks...” she stammered, her 
heart beginning to race. 

Tamara scoffed. “What?!” she exclaimed. “Don’t be a lightweight, this is top dollar 
toot...” 

“Tt’s not that, it’s just that... If we get caught, I could lose my science scholarship and 
everything.” 

Tamara sighed earnestly before forming her famous facial expression: the persuasive one 
that always won others over. She always pulled that face to get out of any sort of trouble and, if 
that didn’t work, she would use other ways depending on who the person happened to be. But, 
with Eva, this face always seemed to work. “You’re talking to the Prom Queen, Eva,” she 
murmured. “Do you really think I’m gonna risk getting caught?” 

Eva sighed, that damn facial expression winning her over yet again. “I guess not...” she 
whispered back. 

“Do you realize how many people would kill to be sitting here right now?!” Tamara then 
asked. “Come on, it’s almost graduation! You’ve got your whole life to be uptight after that.” 

Eva thought about it for a moment and figured that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to do. 
After all, it would only be one time — she convinced herself of that, anyway. The stress over her 
final exams had been enough to nearly break her and maybe doing this would relieve all of that 
stress. It was a getaway trip, not a trip down to a prison or to her death or anything like that! She 
needed to ease up a little bit and relax and not be so tense all the time. 

“Oh, what the hell...” she said, taking the straw from Tamara. She tested out a sniff of the 
stuff and immediately began sneezing like crazy and the both of them laughed hysterically. 

They both took a few turns, trading the mirror back and forth as they continued giggling 
and exchanging words along the way. But, at one point, Eva tried to take a nosefull and she 
suffered the worst sneeze of her life, her eyes watering from how much it stung. 

“Now, is that unbelievable or what?” said Tamara with an amused laugh. 

Suddenly, they both heard the door to the room creaking open and then footsteps heading 
towards them. Tamara especially flinched, nearly jumping out of her skin as the silhouetted 
figure approached them. 

But it was just a girl from her grade with horribly curly hair. What was her name again? 
Rebecca? Reagan? No, Rennie. Rennie Wickham. She was McCulloch’s niece that had been 
living with him after her parents passed away some time ago. And she was someone Tamara one 
hundred percent didn’t like. She didn’t quite know what it was, whether it was how sickeningly 
quiet she was or anything else. She remembered when one of her friends told her how Rennie 
liked to snitch on absolutely everyone in the school if they even did the slightest thing wrong. Of 
course, it hadn’t been true but Tamara had instantly believed it and she was wary of the shy girl. 

And now, she was more than a little worried. 


“Jesus!” she cried out, leaning back as she stared up at Rennie. “You scared the hell out 
of us!” 

Rennie spotted the cocaine and tried her best to ignore it, minding her own business 
because she had no part in this. “Sorry,” she said. “Have you guys seen my dog? I think he might 
have come this way.” 

Tamara relaxed a little bit. That was right. The girl had brought along her dog for the trip 
and she honestly couldn’t blame her. If she had a pet, she would likely have done the same thing 
because, besides Eva’s company, she actually felt quite lonely on the ship by herself. It was the 
first time she was this far away from home without her father or stepmother with her. 

“No, we haven’t,” she said truthfully. And then, “Would... Would you care for a hit?” 

Rennie briefly eyed the powdered mirror once again and quickly shook her head. “No, 
thanks,” she replied before speed-walking out the other entrance to the room to Tamara’s right. 

The blonde gritted her teeth and sighed heavily. “Real space cadet...” she snarled. “I 
wonder if she’ll narc on us.” 

Eva shook her head at that idea. “No, I had her in Creative Writing and she’s pretty nice,” 
she protested. 

Tamara raised a single eyebrow. “Nobody related to McCulloch can be nice.” Whatever. 
She was done sniffing for the night, anyway, and she rolled her baggie and stuffed it into her 
purse before standing up. “Anyway, it’s time we get out. You feel any different?” 

Eva, even though she nodded timidly, felt a whole lot more relaxed and tingly from 
having done what she did. It wasn’t like anything she had felt before and she didn’t just know if 
she liked it or not yet. The full effects of it may not have hit her yet, though. “Yeah, I think so,” 
she said with a smile. 

“Oh, yeah!” Tamara replied with a mock cheer, grabbing the mirror after cleaning it off. 
“Ready to party and then some!” 

That was when the door to the linen closet slammed shut and they both gasped again, 
their eyes wide as Eva sprang upward to stay as straight as a pole. The mirror Tamara was 
holding slipped from her fingers and it shattered into dozens of shards on the concrete floor. So 
much for that, she thought. 

But it was no one else but McCulloch and, although she was relieved, a new sensation of 
dread filled her body as she clutched her purse closer to her. 

“What are you two doing in here?” McCulloch asked as he narrowed his eyes. 

“Nothing,” said Tamara, lying right through her teeth. 

Charles then spotted the broken mirror and jumped to the most obvious conclusion; he 
may have been a considerably aged man but he was once a troublemaking high school kid 
himself. He wasn’t as much of an idiot as some seemed to think just because of his uptight 
attitude. “Are you girls using drugs?” 

“Do you think I would use drugs, Mr. McCulloch?!” Eva retorted too quickly, but she 
maintained a kind tone and crossed her fingers behind her back. “We were just exploring the 
ship.” 


“Yeah,” Tamara added to the story. “And we just decided to stop here and take a break... 
and then we just started talking.” 

Charles’s expression switched to a stern one, eyeing Eva with more concern than 
anything. She was one of his best students that he had taught in his many years of teaching and 
he didn’t want to believe that she was a druggie... or that she did drugs of any kind. She was a 
nice and well-behaved young woman that looked like she could go far in life. But this... This 
would ruin all of that. 

Tamara, on the other hand, was someone he definitely believed would do something like 
this. He was even convinced that she had pressured Eva into this and that angered him more than 
anything. But something else was on his mind, and he reminded himself to interrogate them later. 

“TIl be coming around to your stateroom in exactly fifteen minutes, Miss Mason,” he told 
the bratty blonde. “So, you’d better have your biology project ready or I’ll be phoning your 
parents.” 

Tamara just shrugged, smiling nonchalantly. “They’re out of town,” was all she said. 

Charles nodded in return, mocking her smile. “Ah... Well.... Then PI make sure you 
remain on board while your classmates are out seeing the sights.” 

And he then turned around and left. 

Tamara couldn’t deny that he had hit her straight in a nerve and she let out a shuddering 
breath, genuinely worried for once. “Shit...” she hissed under her breath. 

“Now what?!” Eva blurted out as soon as McCulloch was out of earshot. “What are you 
going to do?!” 

Tamara held up a shaking hand while rolling her eyes. “Relax,” she insisted. “I’ve got 
McCulloch covered. But that little narcing bitch niece of his is another matter.” And then a 
lightbulb switched on in her head, and she smirked deviously. “Rumor has it she’s a teensy bit 
afraid of the water....” 


Colleen clapped proudly as Miles dove off the diving board and performed a flip before 
landing in the water of the ship’s swimming pool that was located on the back deck. Some of the 
other students applauded alongside her as she smiled, feeling a chilly breeze go past her. 

“Poetry in motion, Miles!” she shouted over to the younger man as he rose to the surface. 

“A half-twist short,” Miles said in a slightly glum tone, wiping the water from his eyes as 
he swam over towards the edge of the pool, his dirty blonde hair nearly blinding him from how 
long it was. “Ill hone that dive eventually!” 

More cheers from some of the other students at that sentence, and Colleen knew it was to 
encourage Miles. It made her smile as she tugged her black jacket closer to herself, turning away 
from the pool and walking alongside the edge of the deck. For a moment, she stared out into the 
pitch black waters of the Atlantic, shivering a bit as the wind picked up slightly. She wasn’t 
looking forward to the thunderstorm that had been scheduled for later that night, which Charles 


had informed her of earlier. Storms always put her on edge, and she didn’t know if she would be 
able to sleep tonight while being on a cruise ship in the middle of the ocean with the waves 
tilting the boat from side to side. But she had agreed to chaperone on the trip so she couldn’t 
back out now. 

Ignoring the internal chill that went through her, she turned to walk back into the interior 
when she felt a tap on her shoulder. Jumping slightly, she turned and saw Rennie in a much nicer 
outfit than she had worn when they had boarded the ship. 

“Oh, Rennie,” she said with a smile. “I was just on my way over to your room —” 

“Have you seen my dog anywhere?” Rennie asked tentatively, and Colleen noticed the 
uneasy expression in her eyes. 

She understood. Toby meant a lot to the girl and was practically the only form of 
emotional support she had besides her and Sean. He was the only one that calmed her the easiest, 
and it made her give Rennie a hopeful expression. 

“No, but I’m sure Toby’s fine,” she assured her with a pat on the shoulder. “The ship’s 
only so big and there’s certainly no way off it, is there?” 

At those words, Rennie visibly tensed up and was now even more worried about Toby. 
While Colleen had been right about the ship only being so big and that Toby could return 
eventually — he had to — the dreadful scenarios seeped into her mind one at a time. What if Toby 
got lost on the ship and never found her way back to her? What if he got himself hurt in the 
lower decks? What if he... jumped off the deck? 

Rennie, stop it, she scolded herself, shaking her head. Toby will come back, he has to. He 
wouldn t just leave you here, would he? W-Would he?! 

Rennie resorted to just taking a deep breath to keep her nerves at bay. It wouldn’t do her 
any good to be anxious over something that wouldn’t happen. Toby wasn’t an idiot, he was a 
smarter dog than most she’d seen. He would be back at her boardroom in no time and she 
wouldn’t be so worried anymore. 

But what if he wouldn’t be...? 

“So, are you having fun yet?” Colleen asked Rennie in a tender voice as they walked 
along the deck, breaking her out of her thoughts. 

“Uh...” Rennie stammered in a distracted voice. “Yeah... a lot.” 

Colleen caught the lie immediately — Rennie was terrible at it — and she sighed a little. 
Almost a year of being a mom to her and she still wouldn’t open up to her about everything. “I 
seem to detect a bit of... ingenuousness in your tone,” she said in a gentle but stern voice, 
looking over at her. “In other words, level with me.” 

Rennie didn’t say anything for a moment but she closed her eyes to prepare herself. What 
the hell... she thought. She knew she should have told her ages ago about what she had been 
struggling with, and she took a deep breath. “Alright...” she muttered as she opened her eyes 
again. “There’s something I haven’t really told you...” 

Colleen could sense the hesitancy in Rennie’s words and she rested a hand on her 
shoulder to assure her. “Rennie...” she murmured. “If you can’t trust me, who can you trust?” 


Rennie’s usually tense face softened for once at that. Her former teacher was right; how 
in the hell was she going to get over this struggle in her mind if she didn’t just talk to someone 
about it?! She had tried talking about it with Charles several times but he would just brush her 
away and say it was just some stupid fear that was all in her mind. And she was straight up 
terrified to mention it to Sean or Colleen. 

The hallucinations she had been through for the past four years, ever since she was 
thirteen, had shown no sign of stopping. They had started happening when she was asleep but 
they now happened much more often when she was awake. It didn’t matter what was going on, 
whether it was during a calm dinner with her and Uncle Charles or when it was during a class. 
She would suddenly hear that boy’s cries for help in her subconscious and she either wouldn’t 
react at all or start screaming. 

She had been scared to ask for help from anyone because all she received was denial 
from Charles or laughter from the other classmates. So she put it off for nearly half a decade 
now. But Rennie was almost an adult, it was about time she put aside her worries and finally 
opened up to the adult she trusted most. If that didn’t work, she figured she could get her own 
medical insurance and go to a doctor to see if there was any medication that could possibly put 
the hallucinations to an end. 

She went to finally say what she had been needing to say, but she then felt someone bump 
into her in a way that seemed to be on purpose. She tried to regain her balance but she lost her 
footing and stumbled towards the edge of the deck. She slipped and fell over the deck’s railing 
and into the icy cold ocean water, her screams being cut off from being submerged. 

Colleen hadn’t been quick enough to catch her and she whirled around on the person that 
had pushed her. It was Tamara Mason, with Eva Watanabe standing next to her. What a goddamn 
surprise. 

“Tt was an accident, I swear!” Tamara exclaimed in a dramatically guilty voice. “I’m 
sorry!” 

But Colleen knew it was just a lie. This was what Tamara always did; it was her own way 
at getting back at someone that she felt was threatening her status as the Queen Bee. She tortured 
them on the inside. 

All Eva could do was slowly back away and lower her gaze, feeling terrible as Tamara 
pulled her away from Colleen before they could both be reprimanded. 

“That was truly excellent!” Tamara squealed after they rounded the nearest corner, 
collapsing against the wall with laughter. 

“Yeah...” Eva said weakly, sighing shakily and feeling like total shit. 

Tamara noticed the genuineness of her guilt in her voice but she brushed it off and 
straightened her posture with a wicked smile. “Alright,” she said, slowly recovering from her 
giggles. “Time to check out the waiters.” 

Eva had finally had enough; she was fed up with just being the stand-by stud while 
Tamara ruined others’ lives again and again. She had never done anything, she never scolded 


Tamara. The only time she had, she had whirled around on her and gave her a stern talking-to 
about how she wouldn’t be told what to do. 

So Eva hadn’t protested since. 

But she couldn’t do it anymore, not after... well, this. 

Rennie didn’t deserve that, she hadn’t done anything wrong, for fuck’s sake! And now, 
here she was, having to witness the innocent girl being shoved into the ocean just because 
Tamara was paranoid of her being a snitch. 

She shouldn’t have ever gone with her into that linen closet to do cocaine. Now that the 
effects of it had worn off, she felt nothing like a complete and utter bitch for not having stopped 
Tamara. 

“Look, I think Pll pass, okay?” she sighed with gritted teeth, refraining from strangling 
the life out of Tamara for what she did. 

“What?!” her friend exclaimed with a shocked expression. 

“PI see you later,” she said with a glare before stomping away quickly, not even giving 
her a chance to protest. 

“Some friend you are!” Tamara scoffed as she crossed her arms, but she wasn’t angry. 
She was hurt. 


Rennie struggled to swim up to the surface of the ocean, her eyes being stung with the 
salt of the water as the ship slowly crept further away from her. She thrashed her arms and legs 
wildly in a panic, having never actually learned how to swim. The last time Charles had 
attempted to teach her, she remembered trying to jump off the boat and stumbling off instead, 
and she sank under. And everything had gone black. 

The next thing she remembered was Charles resuscitating her with CPR and she had 
coughed up a ton of filthy lake water. 

But now there was nobody here to help her as she saw the ship creeping away and away 
from her shaking and thrashing body. Adrenaline seeped into her body and she kept frantically 
sweeping her arms downward to try and push herself closer to the surface. But it wasn’t working. 
It felt like she was sinking further and further by the second. 

No, no, no, no! she thought desperately and pushed herself even harder, forcing her legs 
to stop shaking so she could focus. And this time, it worked. 

She rose up slightly and felt her body practically fly up, and she broke through the 
surface, coughing hysterically as the salty ocean water erupted from her lips. She kept paddling 
crazily as she tried to stay at pace with the ship, which she noticed was actually not moving away 
from her at all. It remained in the same place it had been when she fell off. It turned out that 
Colleen had sent a student up to the ship’s port so a crew member would lower the anchor for a 
second and it had happened. 


A life preserver suddenly landed in the water beside her and Rennie’s first instinct was to 
peer up from where it had been thrown, seeing Colleen and Sean looking down at her with terror. 

“STAY CALM AND GRAB THE LIFE PRESERVER, RENNIE!” Colleen yelled at her as 
loudly as she could over her deafening splashing. 

Rennie listened and quickly paddled over to try and grab it with her wet hands. But, just 
as her fingers brushed against the polyester, she was yanked below the water and she 
accidentally swallowed a mouthful of the disgusting liquid, bubbles bursting from her lips. She 
opened her eyes and frantically looked around before hesitantly peering down. The only thing 
she could do was scream as loudly as she could, but it was muffled as more water went down her 
throat and began choking her. 

The same boy with the disfigured face she had seen in the window of her boardroom was 
gripping her ankle almost inhumanly tightly, trying to drag her even lower. 

Rennie’s vision began to blacken as consciousness began ebbing and her struggling 
became futile. The water was practically strangling her with how much of it was in her lungs and 
she couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t fight. It was over. 

And that was when she felt two arms wrap around her as the other person pushed them 
towards the surface, and the hand around her ankle vanished. 

When Rennie and Sean (who had grabbed her) rose to the surface, she coughed even 
louder as water erupted out of her lungs, breathing in precious oxygen and gasping fiercely. Her 
gasps were hoarse and strangled as the adrenaline began wearing off but the consciousness came 
back in droves as Sean slowly swam them over to the ladder that led up to the ship’s deck. 

“I got you!” Sean shouted to assure her. “I’ve got you!” 

When they had climbed off of the ladder, Rennie collapsed onto the deck and tried to grip 
at something as if they were lifelines, but the only thing she could find was Colleen as she was 
scooped into her arms. She held onto her tightly as other students began to crowd around them, 
but she ignored that as she closed her eyes with relief at being saved. She felt the ship jerking 
forward again as the anchor was lifted. 

“Bring her a towel, okay?” Colleen mumbled to Sean, who had run off to get one. “She’s 
fine,” she added to the other students. “Everybody go back to what you were doing.” 

Rennie sighed hoarsely and began to weep, her tears intermingling with the salty ocean 
water as they streamed down her wrecked face. Her body shook as she clung to Colleen as if she 
were the only other person in her world. 

Colleen heard the tears and also held onto her, hesitating to let her go after a traumatic 
experience such as that. “Care to talk about it?” she asked soothingly, brushing Rennie’s wet and 
matted hair out of her face. 

“I... I can’t swim...” Rennie whimpered before coughing a little again, more water 
trickling from her lips. 

Colleen sighed heavily and nodded, closing her eyes. “Yeah... I gathered that,” she 
deadpanned as she thought about what happened. Damn that Mason girl, she bitterly thought. 
This was her response for being brought up poorly by her good-for-nothing parents?! To shove a 


girl into the Atlantic Ocean for doing nothing wrong?! That Mason girl needed some severe 
reprimanding for what she had done, maybe get Charles to punish her and refrain her from 
touring the city with the other students. Maybe get her suspended or even expelled. It wasn’t 
graduation just yet, there would be plenty of time to do that. 

But she couldn’t think that now. All she could do was try and comfort Rennie as she held 
her limp body in her arms. She knew that the girl was holding out on telling her anything more 
about how she felt, so she decided to talk for her. 

“T had a skiing accident in high school...” she opened up. “...broke my leg. It took three 
winters before I would even look at the snow again... but the solution kept eluding me. I finally 
took lessons. I’ve never broken a bone since.” And then: “Haven’t you ever thought about taking 
lessons?” 

“Tt’s not that simple,” Rennie said a little too harshly, but shrank away when she realized 
how bitter she sounded. 

Colleen didn’t scold her for her tone, she was understanding. She just nodded and kept 
holding her, looking down at her. “Maybe not,” she murmured. “But... you’re not telling me 
everything, are you?” 

Rennie greatly hesitated, not wanting Colleen to laugh at her. But she knew she wouldn’t 
be going anywhere until she finally said it and broke through. So, she did. “Whenever I get near 
the water, I see this young boy drowning...” she said in a soft croak. “He tries to pull me down 
with him.” 

Colleen slowly reeled back in utter surprise. She had certainly not expected that, but she 
still continued. “Rennie, when did this start?” she asked hesitantly. 

“About four years ago... at Crystal Lake,” Rennie said right away. “I spent a few 
summers there with Uncle Charles in between boarding school.” 

“After your parent’s passed away?” 

Rennie nodded. 

“Did you have an accident in the lake?” Colleen then questioned. 

“T only stumbled off the boat but that’s all,” Rennie said but she didn’t even know if that 
was the truth anymore. “Other than that, it was just a normal summer. I’ve never been able to 
figure it out.” 

Colleen paused for a second but then it was blurted out before she could stop it. “Only 
one young boy ever drowned in that lake, and that was over forty years ago... before you were 
ever born. His name was Jason Voorhees.” 

Rennie’s eyebrows scrunched together in an unreadable expression, biting her tongue to 
prevent voicing her confusion. She had heard of that name before, and had read it in the 
newspapers a year ago. Hadn’t someone with that name killed a bunch of kids at the camp last 
summer? Hadn’t she read that a girl had stopped him from something called ‘telekinesis’ and 
caused her house to explode with him inside? Apparently, fifteen people had been killed at the 
vacation house next door to the girl, including her own mother and doctor. 


But Rennie could swear she had heard of the name ‘Voorhees’ before that. But she wasn’t 
able to. 

Where on earth had she heard it? 

“Dear God!” came a male voice from a few feet away and Rennie sprung upright just as 
Uncle Charles approached her and Colleen, shrinking away from his livid eyes. 

“She’s fine, Charles,” Colleen said in an attempt to be steady, trying her hardest not to 
roll her eyes at his unreasonable reaction. 

“Oh, I can see that!” Charles yelled with sarcasm dripping from his tone, drawing the 
eyes of other students and staff alike. “You’ve done a wonderful job of supervising the kids, Miss 
Van Deusen!” 

“Tt wasn’t her fault!” Rennie snapped at her uncle, finally having enough of his attitude 
that had never been vanquished since she set foot on the ship. 

Charles responded by yanking her to her feet a little too roughly just as Sean approached 
them with a few towels and they were also snatched from him and put around Rennie. He then 
glared at the boy and teacher with nothing but fury in his eyes. “Stay away from her, both of 
you!” 

As he turned Rennie around, they were met with the sight of the drunken Deck Hand 
staring down at them with his piercing gaze. 

“He’s come back,” the Deck Hand slurred threateningly. “And you’re all gonna die.” 

Rennie backed away and shoved Charles’s hands off of her shoulders as she shook her 
head, now even more frightened by those words. Had that been a warning? “Just leave me 
alone,” she said to Charles before sprinting back into the ship’s interior with the towels still 
around her, heading straight for her boardroom. 


Tamara sauntered around her boardroom and sipped from her glass of Dom Perignon that 
her stepmother had given her as a graduation gift. A dark blue and floral body robe flowed down 
her slim body and to her ankles as a soft tune played on the record player she had brought along 
with her, trying to calm her nerves as she waited for Mr. McCulloch to show up. She prepared 
herself from another stern lecture about how her Biology project had been late. She knew she 
should have turned it in a week and a half prior but she didn’t really give a shit anymore. 

What did education really do for a person anyway except grant them fancy scholarships 
that they could wave around, bragging about it like a dumbass? Just like Eva had wanted to do 
before Tamara put a stop to that. 

“Don t rub it in my face,” she had snapped at her, very annoyed. “Good for you, but don t 
do that. It just makes you look like a bitch.” 

What if Ym actually the bitch here? she reluctantly thought as she took another sip of the 
champagne, sighing to herself. As the glee had worn off from earlier, she actually did feel a little 


guilty from having pushed the Wickham girl into the water below the ship. She hadn’t snitched, 
she didn’t deserve it, but Tamara’s prejudice had gotten in the way, just like always. 

Why did she have to resort to hurting others to get what she wanted? She wasn’t better 
than any of them like she always said she was, so why did she do this? She figured it had to be 
the way she had been brought up, especially with her father’s negligence and her stepmother’s 
indifference. Or maybe it had been her grudge towards her mother for having an affair with her 
coworker and ditching her and her dad when she was five. 

Ever since, Tamara had endured countless days of her father getting shitfaced and yelling 
at her every chance he got. “Tamara, do this! Tamara, do that! You're just like your whore of a 
mother!” And so on and so forth. 

And she was getting fed up with him. And her stepmother did fuck all and just ignored all 
of it. 

Maybe she was just unleashing her pent up frustration and fury from her piece of shit 
guardians on the kids that didn’t deserve it. She was heartless, and she was well aware of that. 

Like that Rennie girl earlier. She was just minding her own business and hadn’t bothered 
her; she had even kept the secret of Tamara and Eva doing cocaine to herself. She didn’t deserve 
what she did to her. Hadn’t she already been through enough? Both of her parents dying years 
ago and her dickhead uncle having to take care of her and possibly abuse her... 

Poor girl, she thought somberly as she sank down onto her bed. I’m a bitch, what the fuck 
have I done? 

She finally accepted it. She, Tamara Mason, was nothing but a cold-hearted and ignorant 
bitch. 

She kept vividly picturing the glare Eva had given her after what they had done and how 
much it pained her heart, but she fully deserved it. How in the hell had Eva put up with her all of 
these years? Why hadn’t she told her to stop sooner? 

Because she wouldn’t ever listen... 

Tamara sighed and ran her fingers through her blonde hair, closing her eyes. 

A knock came from her door and her jaw clenched as she regained her composure, 
shoving all of her thoughts into the back of her mind and preparing herself. She sprawled her 
legs along the bed and made sure the blue robe concealed every inch of skin that weren't her 
hands, feet, or face and put on a sultry smile. Here goes nothing. 

“The door’s open,” she spoke up seductively, trying to suppress her disgust. 

The door open and in walked Mr. McCulloch, his eyes instantly locking with hers. He 
noticed the robe and rolled his eyes. “I’m in no mood for any more of your stall tactics, Miss 
Mason,” he said scathingly. “Where is your final project?” 

But Tamara was already filling another glass on the nightstand with the Dom Perignon, 
taking it and strolling around the bed to McCulloch. She offered it to him with a tiny and 
secretive smile. “Wouldn’t you like a glass of champagne first, Charles?” she asked, her fingers 
subtly brushing against his hand. 


McCulloch stared down at the glass with repulsion and felt his shoulders tensing up with 
fury that threatened to explode. Just like always. 

“Where did you get this?” he replied, his voice eerily calm. 

“Well, I packed it,” Tamara answered with a casual shrug. “Just for us.” 

Charles drew in a deep breath and grabbed Tamara’s champagne glass from her hand 
before setting them down on a side table next to the table. “That’s it,” he said in a hiss. ““You’re 
not stepping off this ship until we return home.” 

Tamara cocked an eyebrow and gave him a look of pure confusion. “But I haven’t even 
shown you my biology project,” she hummed before spinning around, her back facing Charles as 
she untied her robe and slowly let it fall to her feet. 

“Hey!” Charles exclaimed in bewilderment, stammering. “What do you think you’re 
doing?!” 

But Tamara could still feel his eyes on her and she knew her plan was working. She 
turned to face him again, wearing a matching set of black lace undergarments. Her snowy white 
skin gleamed in the bright lights of the boardroom, making the major organs she had painted on 
her stomach and chest (the heart and stomach) stand out even more obviously. 

She saw the stunned expression in Charles’s eyes as he did his best to not stare at her 
pretty and graceful body, and she could tell that he was uncomfortable. Just what she wanted. 

“Take a closer look, Charles,” she whispered in an alluring voice as she slowly walked 
closer to him, pulling him near by his tie. “I want to make sure that I labeled all all my organs 
correctly.” 

And she then pressed her lips against his and tried her best not to gag as she pressed 
herself into him. 

That was what broke Charles out of his dazed stupor, and he roughly shoved her away, 
wiping his mouth in utter disgust. “Get away from me!” he shouted furiously, his face red as he 
became flustered. “I don’t believe... what? I... Pm your teacher, young lady!” 

But it was Tamara’s smug expression that set him off and he had to do his best not to 
actually scream in her face. Who did this little brat think she was?! He was finished with her. 

“Oh... Oh, now you’ve gone and done it!” he snarled at her, shaking from head to toe. 
“Not only are you staying on this ship for the trip, but I'll personally see to it that you spend next 
year back in a high school classroom!” 

He then went to the door, desperate to leave so he wouldn’t lose his temper completely 
when Wayne suddenly entered the room, nonchalantly lowering his camcorder. It all hit him 
then... this was a set up! He was being blackmailed! 

“What is going on here?!” he growled as his hands clenched into fists. 

“I don’t think you’ ll be doing anything, Mr. McCulloch...” Tamara sneered cockily, 
grinning as she slipped on her robe, her business finished with. “Did you get anything good?” 
she added as she looked at Wayne. 


Wayne nodded as he tried not to stare at her beautiful body beneath the robe, staying 
respectful as he stopped recording and ejected the tape from the camcorder. “Oh yeah,” he said 
with a smirk. “Very kinky.” 

“Give me that tape!” Charles said with wide eyes before Wayne tossed the tape to 
Tamara, who hid it beneath her robe. “Give it to me!” 

“Come and get it,” Tamara taunted with an innocent little smile, concealing the tape from 
Charles’s vision. 

Charles sighed and gathered his rage together, knowing it wouldn’t be best to scream at 
her, more so slapping her as punishment for what she did. “You’re going to be very, very sorry, 
young lady,” he said lowly before turning to glare at Wayne. “And as for you, you can forget 
about attending any film school... EVER!” 

He then left, storming out the door and leaving Wayne with an extremely nervous 
expression in his eyes. Tamara noticed and scoffed. 

“Relax, Wayne,” she said, her voice gentler now. “He’s not gonna risk trying a thing.” 

Wayne nodded as he relaxed a little more, stepping over to the side table and grabbing 
one of the champagne glasses. He saw Tamara kneel down to place the incriminating videotape 
into the top drawer of the nightstand. “Yeah... Yeah, I guess you’re right,” he said a little too 
casually. 

Just tell her, you dumbass! he screamed in his brain as his fingers anxiously tapped 
against the glass and he took a small gulp of the champagne. He swallowed it along with his 
pride before blurting it out. 

“Uh... This is going to sound supremely lame but... but I’ve had the major hots for you 
since our sophomore year, Tamara.” 

Tamara paused with the process of putting her hair into a bun since she needed to shower 
the paint off of her, peering up at Wayne. For a moment, she thought it was a joke but she 
suppressed a sigh when she saw he was serious. Of course, she thought. Of course dweeby 
Wayne Webber had a crush on her, that was no surprise. Almost every nerdy guy at Lakeview 
High either pined for her or lusted after her ever since Freshman year. And, while she was 
genuinely flattered each time, she knew she was no good for any of them. 

After today, she knew she wasn’t going to be any good for anyone. So she just smiled 
tightly at him. “That’s so sweet, Wayne,” she said gently, doing her best to stay nice so the 
bitchiness wouldn’t come out again. She then walked over to him and began to guide him 
towards the door that led out into the hallway. “Look, I’d love to chat but I really am pressed for 
time. But let’s try to get together later, okey-doke?” 

“But I thought — Maybe we could —” Wayne stammered out as he tried to protest. 

“Thanks for the camerawork,” Tamara said, her tone simple and final before shutting the 
door in his face gently. 

Wayne sighed with defeat as he pondered the rejection. How could he be so stupid? 
Tamara Mason was the prom queen, for crying out loud! He had no chance of ever being with 


her. At least she had been polite with the rejection and didn’t laugh in his face or call him a nerd 
or anything like that. 

Brushing past his sadness, he slowly raised his champagne glass in a pitiful toast before 
walking away. “Wayne, you’re an asshole...” 


Tamara stood in the shower with her hair tied up as she scrubbed the body paint off of her 
skin, yawning a little and growing tired. It had been a long day, what with packing everything at 
the last second and speeding to where the ship had been docked and had lied her ass off to board 
and go on the trip. And now the hot water was putting her at ease and making her sleepy as it 
relaxed her muscles. 

She kept thinking about Wayne and how he had shyly confessed his crush to her; she had 
known about it for a few months because of how obvious he made it, but she did appreciate how 
respectful he had been about it. He didn’t lust after her like a bunch of other guys in school, he 
was nice to her and was aware of her boundaries. And, she couldn’t deny it, he was actually 
pretty cute. 

He just wasn’t her type, that was all. 

Tamara didn’t see herself being with anybody for a long-term relationship for God knows 
how long. All she looked for was a quick screw and then it was over. She didn’t want to open up 
or pour out her cold, black heart to whoever was willing to listen — or lack thereof. She knew that 
nobody would give a shit about whatever she was going through. She was too much of a bitch 
for anyone to care for, and she knew that was nothing but the truth. 

Wayne was too nice for her and she knew she couldn’t let him in. He deserved much 
better than her. 

She just wasn’t going to tell him that. 

Maybe it would be best if she did stay on the cruise ship for the rest of the trip, that way 
she wouldn’t ruin the experience for anyone else. 

You fucked up, Tamara, she thought bitterly to herself as she turned the faucet off and 
stood in the now cold shower for a moment, hugging her arms to her bare chest. You had every 
chance to be nice and more open with him but you pushed him out. You just had to be shitty to 
him when he didn t deserve it. Just like always. 

Tamara sighed and drew the curtain back, grabbing the nearby towel hanging next to the 
shower and beginning to dry her skin off. She yawned again as she patted the towel over her 
body to make sure no more droplets of water remained. She then grabbed the robe and pulled it 
back on, tying it securely. 

Going to the bathroom door, she went to open it so she could go turn in for the night. 

A loud crack of thunder erupted outside the ship and she jumped. 

A slimy and meaty hand exploded through the wooden door and gripped Tamara’s 
shoulder almost too tightly, threatening to crush it in its grip. She cried out and tried to fight off 


whoever was grabbing onto her and she wiggled away from the hand but it then gripped her robe 
and began jerking it away from her body. She pressed her feet against the door to fiercely pull 
herself away from who it was. 

The robe then untied itself and slipped off of her body, making her lose her footing and 
she stumbled across the bathroom. Her head smacked into the vanity mirror nailed into the tiled 
wall, causing the glass to crack slightly and blood to slightly trickle from a small wound on her 
scalp. Holding the top of her head and whimpering with pain, she collapsed to the floor and 
scrambled backwards into a corner of the room. 

The door opened and in walked a hulking figure with disgusting wet clothes clinging to 
his decomposing flesh. Tamara recognized a yellowish hockey mask concealing his face with 
small red chevrons on it. The figure didn’t even look at her, stomping towards the mirror and his 
ruined boots sticking to the floor with each step. 

Jason then took his skeletal hand and drove it into the already cracked mirror, making it 
explode into thousands of shards into the sink below. He then grabbed the largest shard available 
and gripped it tightly as though it were a knife, slowly turning to glare at Tamara menacingly 
through the eyeholes of the hockey mask. 

Tamara stared up at her attacker with widened eyes, goosebumps erupting all over her 
body as she went rigid where she cowered. She then started shaking as tears welled in her eyes, 
the blood from her head blooming even more as she sobbed hysterically. ““N-NO!” she cried out 
as she shrank away from the figure as he advanced towards her. And all she could do was stare 
up at whoever the hell he was, trembling violently. 

Jason felt no mercy whatsoever towards his crying and pleading victim, feeling the rage 
within him build up more and more as his hands clenched into fists, his right one tightening 
around the shard of glass. 

“NO, NO!” Tamara sobbed as she began accepting her fate but maybe, just maybe, this 
would all be a bad dream. Maybe she was having a nightmare and had fallen asleep. 

But the pain in her scalp made it far too real. 

This was it... 

She was going to die... 

She just hoped it would be painless. 

“Please... please don’t...” she whimpered, her voice weakening as she became faint. 

Jason raised the glass shard above his head and brought it down onto her. 

Tamara’s earth-shattering scream was cut off and it became a pained croak as the glass 
impaled her heart and all life was cut off forever. 


